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INTRODUCTION. 

Pope's translation of the Iliad is by no means the 
most important or characteristic of his works, nor is 
it, perhaps, the most satisfactory of English transla- 
tions of Homer. It is nevertheless one of the signifi- 
cant books of oi]pr literature, for it was that one of 
Pope's writings which most influenced the age that 
succeeded him ; and it has had probably a wider and 
more popular vogue than any other of his poems. 

It is Pope's chief claim to distinction that he gave 
to the English tongue a clarity and a conciseness it 
did not before possess and has never since lost. He 
followed Milton and Dryden in their departure from 
the Elizabethans, with their abundant and often tur- 
bid imagination, and he carried this movement for re- 
strained and rational writing to its highest pitch. The 
wit and epigram of a poem like the ^^ Essay on Man " 
are at the opposite extreme from the marvellous fancy 
and invention of a play like " The Tempest " or the 
*' Midsummer Night's Dream." 

Shakespeare and his fellows were children of a 
buoyant and natural age, an age full of adventure 
and purpose and self-reliance. Their only law was 
their own whim; their only restraint the verges of 
imagination. They had only innate and instinctive 
standards. They were great without the help of guid- 
ance or rule, ra;nk and beautiful and unhampered as 
nature herself. The age of Pope, however, was a far 
different time. Artificial is the word usually applied 
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to it; and artificial it certainly was. Its dress, its 
speech, its interests, its morals, were all artifice of a 
single piece. Life was a pose, art a pastime, and the 
grand game of statecraft a by-play for fops and favor- 
ites. Perhaps no age has ever been farther removed 
from the temper and feeling of the Greeks and the Ho- 
meric poems. And yet it was into such an atmosphere 
that Pope attempted to transport those immortal fig- 
ures who people the Iliad. To do it as well as he did, 
to create an eighteenth century pseudo-epic of the 
story of the fall of Troy, is almost as great a feat as 
it would have been to make a final and competent 
translation of the original, — something that he can- 
not be said to have accomplished at all. 

The two most imperative demands made upon letters 
in Pope's day were, that they should never offend by 
being obscure, and that they should always please by 
being elegant. It was for such an age that Pope turned 
the sounding hexameters of the Iliad into the jingling 
couplets of ^' The Rape of the Lock." That he was 
no Greek scholar is true ; he was forced to depend 
on the interpretations of his predecessors in the same 
field, on Dryden, Dacier, and Chapman. But this did 
not deter him. He was at no loss to find his aim. 
The task set for him was simple enough. Any one 
making the same attempt now would first of all be 
confronted by the question how Homer should be ren- 
dered ; in what style, in what diction, in what metre. 
Ajid a dozen translations have been made on as many 
different theories of the right and the wrong way of 
turning Homer into English. But for Pope there 
was no preliminary embarrassment like this to be 
overcome. He was merely to take the Homeric story 
and turn it into an elegant poem in the manner of 
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his own day, converting its primitive and simple air 
into the air of a powdered court, and substituting for 
its plain nobility of diction the regulated poetic jargon 
of his time. For that was a critical period ; standards 
of taste, however false and vicious, were clearly de- 
fined and rigorously imposed. There was no play 
given to the vagaries of the writer, no scope to his 
whim ; he might not exercise his cleverness in the 
invention of a new style ; he must follow lihe code ; 
he must submit a too florid fancy to the wholesome 
discipline of fashion. Pope, in other words, was in 
no perplexity as to what his undertaking must be. 
His style and medium were already fixed. He would 
have made a translation of the ^neid quite as bril- 
liant and readable as his Iliad, and quite as unlike 
the original. At the present day, the most obvious 
quality we should look for in a translator would be a 
certain likeness to his original in genius. We should 
hardly expect an Emerson to give us the ideal trans- 
lation of Horace, nor a Walt Whitman to give us the 
ideal translation of Virgil ; simply because at the pres- 
ent day we set far less store by formal excellence in 
writing than we do by individual quality in the writer. 
We have lapsed again from the ideas of Anne's time 
— the supremacy of regularity and style — to the am- 
bition of Elizabeth's time — a supremacy of whim 
and imagination. The vagaries of a poet like Brown- 
ing are exceeded only by the vagaries of a critic like 
Mr. Buskin. 

It was under Pope's influence, as Matthew Arnold 
has pointed out, that English literature first came to 
have " regularity, uniformity, precision, and balance," 
the essential qualities of good prose, rather than good 
poetry. This influence helped us to the clear rational- 
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ism of the eighteenth century ; it was valuable and 
tonic ; but it was lacking in those forces which make 
up the greatest poetry, and the revolt against it was 
inevitable. The reaction towards simplicity and the 
freedom of the imagination, which was perfected by 
Wordsworth, was begun by Cowper. And Cowper, 
like Pope, was a translator of the Iliad ; though his 
manner was as far removed from Pope's as Pope's 
was from Chapman's. 

To revert for a moment to Pope's literary life and 
the part his translation played in it. Alexander Pope, 
the son of a London merchant, of strict Catholic 
belief, was born in 1688, the opening year of a new 
poKtical era in EngUsh history, and one fatal to the 
ambitions of his co-religionists. The fact that he 
belonged to a persecuted sect probably had a great 
influence on Pope's character and development. 
Denied the free play of his intellectual energies and 
the freedom of speech under constant public suspicion, 
denied, also, a healthy intercourse with his fellows by 
reason of his sickly constitution and rickety body, he 
would easily be driven to a hatred of intolerance ; quite 
as easily, too, he would be driven to subterfuge and 
deceit. The fact is that Pope's life is an elaborate 
story of petty intrigue and self-seekmg among his 
contemporaries. He falsified the letters of his friends 
and repudiated his own replies, whenever it would 
advance his own renown, with a shamelessness that is 
nothing but contemptible. He was precocious, ardent, 
afflicted, and ambitious ; he grew hard, sinister, cyni- 
cal, and unscrupulous. His education was wholly des- 
ultory; he never went to school after he was twelve 
years old ; but he early became an omnivorous reader, 
directed by his own fancy. His bent led him to 
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poetry, and he beoame widely versed in the poets of 
bis own country ; but of Latin, or Greek, or French, 
he knew ahnost nothing. He never was a scholar, 
in the strict sense of the term. Yet before he was 
fifteen he had the ambition to attempt an epic poem 
which was to emulate the finer passages of Milton, 
Homer, Virgil, Cowley, Spencer, and a few other 
anoients and moderns. Four books of this work 
survived for many years. 

About 1713 Pope met Swift, then at the height of 
his power, and was introduced by hifn to Oxford, 
Bolingbroke, and other influential men. Pope with 
his vanity was not slow to plume himself on this ao- 
quaintance with the great ; at the same time he had 
enough independence, or at least enough policy, not 
to commit himself as a supporter of either party ; and 
in fact he managed to secure the patronage of both 
for the great work he had in hand. This was his 
translation of the Iliad. It was to be issued in six 
volames, for which his publisher, Lintot, was to pay 
him £200 apiece. And in addition to this, Lintot was 
to supply him gratuitously with copies for his sub- 
scribers, at one guinea a volume. There were 575 sub- 
soiibers, who took 654 copies ; so that Pope received 
in all over X5320 at the regular price. As a matter 
of fact, many distinguished persons bought the work 
act a greatly advanced price. From the very first, 
tiieref ore, the work was a financial success. 

It is interesting to note the similarity between the 
manner of the Iliad and the manner of Pope's later 
work. What he trained himself to use with so much 
ease and flexibility in the one, he brought to still 
greater perfection in the latter. The heroic couplet 
has very little musical compass in his hands ; it is apt 
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to be thin and monotonous; but it gained a consum- 
mate capacity for pithy and memorable sayings; it 
became an instrument forever to be identified with 
Pope and the somewhat obvious moralizings of the 
^^ Essay on Man." It was his labor on the Iliad that 
formed and fixed this style for Pope. We not unfre- 
quently come upon passages of the Homer that remind 
us at once of the Satires or Epistles. For instance, 
at line 730 of Book I. we read 

" Let this suffice : th' immntable decree 
No force can shake : what is, that ought to be." 

This is much more Pope than Homer ; indeed, it is 
hardly Homer at all, and might be a quotation from 
any of the moralist's mature productions. 

We have noted that outward circumstance and his 
political standing, coupled with his own personal infirm- 
ities, rendered Pope touchy and deceitful and accom- 
plished in chicanery. And it is not an over-statement 
to say that his energies were largely spent all through 
his life in war with his contemporaries. In the ^^ Dun- 
ciad," which contains his elaborate attacks upon them, 
we have this sort of unedifying writing brought to its 
most elaborate development. Johnson notices the 
similarity between Pope and Swift in this respect, and 
their common taste for the physically revolting. Pope's 
attack on the scribblers was meant to be an instance 
of Eabelaisian humor, — the large laughter of a hearty 
giant beset by pigmies. Unfortunately, no such illu- 
sion is possible. Pope's rancor is too evident, and 
his discomfiture only too apparent under the assump- 
tion of banter. We gain an impression, perilously 
near the truth, of a petty and waspish schoolboy 
driven to bay by his sturdier if duller playfellows, and 
badgered to the last angry snarl of exasperation. The 
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strange and intricate story of Pope's literary quarrels, 
however, has no bearing on his Homer, and we may 
pass to the consideration of his Iliad itself, and the 
place it holds among other English renderings. 

The translating of Homer was made the subject of 
a series of lectures by Matthew Arnold during his 
tenure of the chair of poetry at Oxford. And with 
that luminous mind and limpid style of his, he said 
what must long be the final word on that topic. 
Doing full justice to the brilliant rendering of Pope, 
he yet gave it uo undue rank among other translations, 
and showed its relative weakness and strength. Ar- 
nold starts with the declaration that the translator 
must not aim to make Homer popular, he must aim 
to make upon competent scholars the same impression 
that Homer makes. And that translation will be the 
best which gives to a student of Greek the same effect 
that the original gives him. Then proceeding to char- 
acterize Homer's style, he finds that it has four dis- 
tinguishing qualities: Homer is rapid; he is plain 
and direct in his expression ; he is plain and direct in 
his ideas ; and he is eminently noble. And compar- 
ing Pope's translation with those of Chapman and 
Cowper, and noting how all three fall short of the 
ideal rendering, Arnold says, " Between Cowper and 
Homer there is interposed the mist of Cowper's elabo- 
rate Miltonic manner, entirely alien to the flowing 
rapidity of Homer ; between Pope and Homer there 
is interposed the mist of Pope's literary artificial man- 
ner, entirely alien to the plain naturalness of Homer's 
manner ; between Chapman and Homer there is inter- 
posed the mist of the fancifulness of the Elizabethan 
age, entirely alien to the plain directness of Homer's 
thought and feeling." 
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That Cowper, who was so appfmoi. to all tiie liter- 
acy traditioiis rei»eBented in Pope and perpetaated 
by him, should have attempted to supersede his trana- 
Lition of Homer, is in itself a tribnto to the vogoe 
and popularity of that work. And the comparative 
failure of his attempt is proof of die stability of that 
▼ogue. That Cowper was most conscientious in his 
labor, and adhered to his original with a literalness far 
exceeding Pope's or Chapman's, is well known. Butbe 
misoonceiyed Homer's spirit and manner quite as much 
as eilb^ of his rivals had done, and even fell short of 
them in excellenoe. For Chapnan at least gave the 
story a goi^eous if unnatural Elizabethan dress, and 
Pope gave it the dapper costame of Anne's time, — 
each turning it into the dialect, so to say, of his own 
age ; while Cowper gave the poem a spurious Miltonio 
air. Chapman, in his Homer, is not self-conscious 
and artificial like Pope, nor involved and slow like 
Cowper ; he is strong and manly and fresh, but he is 
wrapped up in curious and tortuous expression. The 
poet has allowed himself the license of his time, and 
indulges in all manner of fancy and extravagance, 
embroidering the epic with elaborate quips and lum- 
bering phrases not found in the original at all. Per- 
haps Keats's fine sonnet *^ On First Looking into 
Chapman's Homer" is responsible for some of its 
fame. But we must remember that Keats knew no- 
thing of Homer ; and though he has been called akin 
to the Greeks, he is much more akin to the Elizabeth- 
ans ; so that what he was really praising was quite 
as much Chapman as Homer. Coleridge had a much 
juster idea of its value when he said, '' It will give you 
a small idea of Homer." Chapman was too near the 
Middle Ages, with their irrationality and their love of 
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ornament, to truly render any poet so simple as Homer. 
The cloud of mediseval mysticism and superstition 
spread down over the world long after Homer's day, 
to distort our clear view of things ; and in Chapman's 
time it had hardly begun to lift. 

The idea has been put forward by eminent scholars 
recently that there wiU be no final translation of 
Homer, but that each age will translate him for it- 
self ; and that every translation, like that of Chap- 
man or Pope, is merely the reflection of the great 
epic mirrored in the face of the time. But this 
view is hardly tenable, for the Hiad in the Greek 
will always produce on those who can read it sympa> 
thetically the same impression in aU ages. Surely, 
then, the English version of it which should exactly 
render it would likewise make but a single impression 
to readers of whatever time. It should be the en- 
deavor of the translator, not to transmute the impres- 
sion he receives into the manner of his own day, but 
to render it to his readers unchanged. So that if a 
translart^ion of Homer could have been made in 1611 
as admirable as King James's version of the Bible, it 
would have remained in all likelihood the standard 
translation to the present day. Scholarship was not 
lacking at that time, nor a genius for noble expression, 
as the Authorized Version well attests ; but a critical 
sense of restraint and responsibility was sadly lacking 
indeed. The Bible, of course, was an inspired work, 
wheie every shade of feeling and sense must be main- 
tained at any cost; it must not be added to nor 
detracted from ; the translator's first business was to 
be faithful and to obliterate himself. Homer, on the 
other hand, was merely a pagan, with whom many lib- 
erties might be taken. His own whim, and t^e fash- 
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ion of the hour, and a private ambition, might sway 
the poet who should undertake to translate him; 
while the scholars who worked on the Scriptures dared 
not give rein to their fancy. King James's version 
of the Bible is almost the one piece of work of the 
kind that has been supremely well done in English ; 
and we may attribute its success directly to the re- 
straint, the sense of responsibility, under which the 
translators accomplished their task. The sacred char- 
acter of the writings, the universal reverence in which 
they were held, supplied just that critical influence, 
that balance and sobriety, of wh^ he English genius 
is always so sorely in need. 

In Pope's day, it is true, there was a certain fixed 
standard which tempered and adjusted all works of 
the imagination, so that a poet would not commit those 
extravagances of an earlier generation. But then 
the standard was not a good one ; it was preeminently 
not a standard of simplicity ; not one of naturalness ; 
not one appropriate to Homer. So that while Pope 
was not at liberty to treat Homer with the luxuriant 
waywardness of Chapman, he was just as little free to 
approach him with that openness of mind which alone 
could insure a final or faithful translation. 

The six volumes of the Iliad were published between 
the years 1715 and 1720. The beginning of the 
undertaking found Pope an apprentice in letters ; its 
completion left him independent and the acknow- 
ledged head of the literary world about him. It was 
in the midst of this great enterprise, about the year 
1718, that Pope went to Twickenham, on one of the 
reaches of the Thames, and bought the villa which 
has always been associated with his name. Here he 
was within easy reach of Eichmond and Hampton 



• •• 



THE STORY OF THE ILIAD. xiil 

Court ; not too far from the stir of the city to keep 
well in touch with all events, nor too near for neces- 
sary leisure. And here, until his death in 1744, he 
lived surrounded by his friends, receiving all the dis- 
tinguished men of his day, indulging his famous taste 
for landscape gardening, making war on the dunces, 
conducting that elaborate, tortuous, baffling corre- 
spondence, and composing, among lesser works, that 
" Essay on Man," which should give us, after all, our 
final impression of that master of epigram, Alexander 
Pope. •> ^ * 

THE STORY OF THE ILIAD. 

It happened that when a feast of the gods was 
made, the goddess of Discord was overlooked ; and to 
avenge the slight she rolled amopg the feasters a 
golden apple on which was graven, " To the Fairest." 
And when Juno, Minerva, and Venus came forward, 
each as a claimant of the prize, Paris, the youngest 
son of Priam, King of Troy, was called on to adjudge 
the claim. Coming before the three rival divinities, 
they tried to bribe him : Juno with a promise of power, 
Minerva with a promise of wisdom, and Venus with a 
promise of the most beautiful woman in the world to 
wife. Now Paris, of an easy character and no man 
of war, made his award in favor of the goddess of / 
beauty, thereby incurring the enmity of the other two 
against his father's race, and, as fortune chanced, 
securing their active friendship for the Greeks. For 
Helen, the fairest woman in the world, was the wife 
of Menelaus, King of Sparta ; and her, by the help 
of Venus, Paris wooed and carried off to Troy. 
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^ This was the face that launched a thousand ships,'* 
and to avenge her abduction the Greek nations under 
the leadership of Menehius and his brother Agamem* 
non gathered for the expedition against the foreign 
city ^d the siege which J^ to kst^ years. 

In the tenth year of that siege Homer's Iliad opens ; 
and less than two months are occupied in the action 
of the poem. 

Two girls had been captured in the sack of a Trojan 
town, and feU to the lot of Agamemnon and 
AchUles. One of them, Chryseis, who had 
been given to Agamemnon, was the daughter of 
a priest of Apollo; and her father, Chryses, comes 
to the Greek camp to obtain her release. On being 
refused by Agamemnon, he prays his god to afflict 
the Greeks with a pestilence. On this evidence of 
divine displeasure Agamemnon is forced to give up 
his prize. But he exercises his power as king, and 
vents his wrath by seisdng the other girl, Brisei's, 
' from Achilles. The consequent withdrawal of Achil- 
les from active warfare and his smouldering anger 
form the theme of the poem; 

Agamemnon is foolhardy enough to fancy he can do 
without Achilles, but finds his troops not a lit- 
tle disheartened by the absence of that leader. 
Before the first encounter, a single combat is 
engaged in by Menelaus and Paris, who is over- 
come, but is rescued by Venus ; whereon Agamemnon 
demands the restoration of Helen. This, however, is 
refused, and the hostile forces come together 
in their first battle (first, of course, in the Ho- 
meric version of the war) with great numbers slain on 
both sides. It is in this battle that Diomed 
performs such wonders with the assistance of 
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Minerva ; and that his meeting with Glaucns ocours, 
_ when the heroes make their famous exchans^e of 
^- arms. Heotor, too, bidding fareweU to his 
wife Andromaohe^ joins the fray, and enters into 
single combat with Ajaz, only to be parted 
by the fall of night. On the next day a second 
battle occurs, and lasts again until the evening, 
when the two hosts pass the night under arms. 
The Greeks, however, have been sorely tried, 
and Agamemnon, discouraged by this defeat, 
proposes to quit the sieg^. HeTopposed in this b; 
Nestor and Diomed, and an embassy is sent to 
Achilles to urge him to return to the field. This he 
refuses to do ; and the other Greek leaders 
must take what precautions they can against 
ti>e viotorioos Trojans. They make a night attack 
and capture the horses of Rhesus. Still a third bat- 
tie is undertaken on the next day, wherein 
Agamemnon and Hector are the chief partici- 
pants. It is during this engagement that Nestor 
asks Fatroclus to use his influence in getting his 
friend Achilles back to the fight, or at least to 
^^ borrow his armor and come in it to their aid. 
The Trojans under Hector now force the 
^^^ Greeks back from their intrenchments to the 
very ships, where they are at last withstood by 
Idomeneus with the assistance of Neptune ; and whence 
^^ they are finally repulsed, owing to the relaxed 
vigilance of Jupiter, their most powerful ally. 
For the king of heaven has been tricked by his wife, 
who disguised herself in the magic girdle of Venus, the 
better to befool him. Hector is wounded. But 
Apollo revives him and turns the fortune of war 
again in favor of the Trojans. Fatroclus now begs 
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Achilles to lend him his armor in whidi to go to the 

^.^ assistance of the Ghreeks. Achilles consents. 

And even Hector flies when he fancies he 

sees the bravest of his enemies returning to battle. 

Patroclus, unmindful of the advice of Achilles, pursues 

the Trojans to the very walls of Troy, and 

' there is killed by Hector. Thereupon ensues 

a terrible fight over the body of Patroelus, which is 

finally borne off by tie Greeks to their ships. 

' Achilles, hearing of the death of his friend, 

comes forth and shows himself upon the intrenchments. 

The mere sight of him intimidates the Trojans, and 

again turns the fortune of the day. Thetis, the 

mother of Achilles, now goes to Vulcan to obtain new 

arms for her son, among them the wonderful shield 
so memorably described. Achilles and Aga- 
memnon are now reconciled. Jupiter gives his 
permission to the gods to take sides in the 
contest, and a free fight ensues more terrible 

than all the others; AchiQes pursuing the Trojans 
with great slaughter. He takes twelve cap- 
tives alive to sacrifice to the shade of Patroelus, 

and drives the rest within the walls. Hector alone 
stays to oppose him, but is slain, and his body 
dragged at the heels of his victor's chariot. 

Achilles and the Greeks then return to the ships, 
where elaborate funeral rites and ^ames 

* attend the burning of the body of Patroelus^ 
Priam, the old King, comes to beg the body of his 

son Hector, and his request being granted 

* by Achilles, the noble story closes with the 
funeral ceremonies of the noblest of its heroes. 
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THE OONTEMnON OF ACHUJLES AND AGAMEMNON. 

Achilles* wndi, to Greece the diiefol spring 
Of woes mmnmber'd, heavenly Goddess, sing ! 
That wrath which hnrl'd to Pluto's gloomy leign 
The soak of mighty chiefs mitimely shiin : 

• Whose limbs, nnbnried on the naked shore, 
Devouring dogs and hungry vultures tore : 
Since great Achilles and Atrides strove. 
Such was the sovereign doom, and such the will of 
Jove! 
I>eclare, O Muse ! in what ill fated-hour 

10 Sprung the fierce strife, from what offended power ? 
Liatona's son a dire oonta^on spread. 
And heap'd the camp with mountains of the dead; 
The king of men his reverend priest defied, 
And, for the king's offence, the jieople died. 

u For Chryses sought with costly gifts to gain 
His captive daughter from the victor's chahu 



2. The elinonof aopiODOoiieed vowels was a ctiefol maik in 
Pope's tone and is here letained. The retention of the vowel 
now •^'^ then may be regarded as intentionaL 

7. Atrides = Son of Atrens, i. e^ Agamemnon. 

13. A title whieh Homer gives to Agamemnon. 

15. Chzyaes was priest of Apollo atChrysa, one of the towns 
on the coast of Asia Minor. His daughter is called Chiystiii. 
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Suppliant the venerable father stands ; 
Apollo's awful ensigns grace his hands : 
By these he begs : and, lowly bending down, 

10 Extends the sceptre and the laurel crown. 
He sued to all, but chief implor'd for grace 
The brother-kings of Atreus' royal race : 

"Ye kings and warriors! may your vows be 
crown'd, 
And Troy's proud walls lie level with the ground ; 

26 May Jove restore you, when your toils are o'er. 
Sale to the pleasures of your native shore. 
But oh ! relieve a wretched parent's p^in, 
An4 give Chrysei's to these arms again ; 
If mercy fail, yet let my presents move, 

M And dr^a4 avenging Phoebus, son of Jove." 

The (jreeks in shouts their joint assent declare, 
The priest to reverence, and release the fair. 
Nat 90 Atpdes : he, with kingly pride, 
Bepuls'd the sacred sire, and thus replied : 

» " Hence on thy life, and fly these hostile plains, 
Ifor ask) presumptuous, what the king detains : 
Hence, with thy laurel crown, and golden rod. 
Nor trust too far those ensigns of thy god. 
Mine is thy daughter, priest, and shall remain ; 

4D An4 prayer^, wd tears, imd bribes, shall plead in 
vain; 
Till tim^ shall rifles evfiry youthful gn^, 
And age dismiss her from my cold embrace, 
In daily labors of the loom employ'd, 

22. Agamemnon and Menelans. 

34. It unll he noticed repeatedly bow indifferent Pope 9bows 
himself to the ordinaiy rhetorical role which calls for uniformity 
p| tenw* Nq doubt he wished to break up a monotonQns xega- 
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Or doom'd to deck the bed she once enjoy'd. 
45 Hence then ! to Argos shall the maid retire, 

Far from her native soil, and weeping sire." 
The trembling priest along the shore retum'd, 

And in the anguish of a father mourn'd. 

Disconsolate, not daring to complain, 
50 Silent he wander'd by the sounding main : 

Till, safe at distance, to his god he prays. 

The god who darts aroimd the world his rays. 
^' O Smintheus ! sprung from fair Latona's line. 

Thou guardian power of Cilia the divine, 
55 Thou source of light I whom Tenedos adores. 

And whose bright presence gilds thy Chrysa's 
shores ; 

If e'er with wreaths I hung thy sacred fane, 

Or fed the flames with fat of oxen slain ; 

Ood of the silver bow I thy shafts employ, 
eo Avenge thy servant, and the Greeks destroy." 

Thus Chryses pray'd : the f av'ring power attends, 

And from Olympus' lofty tops descends. 

Bent was his bow, the Grecian hearts to wound ; 

Fierce as he mov'd, his silver shafts resound. 

69 Breathing revenge, a sudden night he spread, 
And gloomy darkness roll'd around his head. 
The fleet in view, he twang'd his deadly bow, 
And hissing fly the feather'd fates below. 
On mules and dogs th' infection first began ; 

70 And last, the vengeful arrows fix'd in man. 
For nine long nights, through all the dusky air 

53. Smintheus, an appellation given to Apollo, has sometimes 
been deriyed from a Phrygian word sminthos^ meaning a mouse, 
because he once delivered that country from a plague of mice, 
but is much more probably from Sminthe, a town of Troas. 

54. Cilia, a town of Troas near Chryse. 
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The pyres thick-flaming shot a dismal glare. 

But ere the tenth revolving day was run, 

Inspired by Juno, Thetis' god-like son 
75 Conven'd to council all the Grrecian train ; 

For much the goddess moum'd her heroes slain. 
Th' assembly seated, rising o'er the rest, 

Achilles thus the king of men address'd : 
" Why leave we not the fatal Trojan shore, 
80 And measure back the seas we cross'd before? 

The plague destroying whom the sword would spare, 

'T is time to save the few remains of war. 

But let some prophet or some sacred sage 

Explore the cause of great Apollo's rage ; 
86 Or learn the wasteful vengeance to remove 

By mystic dreams, for dreams descend from Jove. 

If broken vows this heavy curse have laid, 

Let altars smoke, and hecatombs be paid. 

So heaven aton'd shall dying Greece restore, 
90 And Phoebus dart his burning shafts no more." 
He said, and sat : when Chalcas thus replied, 

Chalca* the wise, the Grecian priest and guide, 

That sacred seer, whose comprehensive view 

The past, the present, and the future knew : 
95 Uprising slow the venerable sage 

Thus spoke the prudence and the fears of age : 
" Belov'd of Jove, Achilles ! would'st thou know 

Why angry Phoebus bends his fatal bow ? 

First give thy faith, and plight a prince's word 
10* Of sure protection, by thy pow'r and sword. 

For I must speak what wisdom would conceal, 

And truths, invidious to the great, reveal. 

Bold is the task, when subjects, grown too wise, 

75. Achilles, as one of the war-chiefs, had the right of calling 
the people to council. 
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Instruct a monarch where his error lies ; 

105 For though we deem the short-liv'd fury past, 
'T is sure, the mighty will revenge at last." 

To whom Pelides. " From thy inmost soul 
Speak what thou know'st, and speak without con- 
trol. 
Ev'n by that god I swear, who rules the day, 

uo To whom thy hands the vows of Greece convey, 
And whose blest oracles thy Ups declare ; 
Long as Achilles breathes this vital air, 
No daring Greek, of all the numerous band, 
Against his priest shall lift an impious hand : 

U5 Not ev'n the chief by whom our hosts are led, 
The king of kings, shall touch that sacred head." 

Encouraged thus, the blameless man replies : 
" Nor vows unpaid, nor slighted sacrifice. 
But he, our chief, provok'd the raging pest, 

120 Apollo's vengeance for his injured priest. 
Nor will the god's awaken'd fury cease. 
But plagues shall spread, and funeral fires increase. 
Till the great king, without a ransom paid. 
To her own Chrysa send the black-ey'd maid. 

125 Perhaps, with added sacrifice and prayer, 

The priest may pardon, and the god may spare." 

The prophet spoke ; when, with a gloomy frown. 
The monarch started from his shining throne ; 
Black choler fill'd his breast that boil'd with ire, 

130 And from his eyeballs flash'd the living fire. 
" Augur accurs'd ! denouncing mischief still. 
Prophet of plagues for ever boding ill I 
Still must that tongue some wounding message 

bring. 
And still thy priestly pride provoke thy king? 
107. Pelides = aon of Pelens, t. «., Achilles. 



6 POPE'S ILIAD. 

135 For this are Phoebus' oracles explor'd, 

To teach the Greeks to murmur at their lord ? 
For this with falsehoods is my honor stain'd ; 
Is heaven offended, and a priest profan'd, 
Because my prize, my beauteous maid, I hold, 

140 And heav'nly charms prefer to proffer'd gold ? 
A maid, unmatch'd in manners as in face, 
SkiU'd in each art, and crown 'd with every grace, 
Not half so dear were Clytaemnestra's charms. 
When first her blooming beauties bless'd my 
arms. 

145 Yet, if the gods demand her, let her sail ; 
Our cares are only iot the public weal : 
Let me be deem'd the hateful cause of all, 
And suffer, rather than my people fall. 
The prize, the beauteous prize, I will resign, 

150 So dearly valued, and so justly mine. 

But since for common good I yield the fair, 
My private loss let grateful Grreece repair ; 
Nor unrewarded let your prince complain, 
That he alone has fought and bled in vain." 

165 " Insatiate king ! " (AchiUes thus replies) 
" Fond of the pow'r, but fonder of the prize I 
Wouldst thou the Greeks their lawful prey should 

yield, 
The due reward of many a well-fought field? 
The spoils of cities raz'd, and warriors slain, 

160 We share with justice, as with toil we gain : 
But to resume whate'er thy avarice craves, 
(That trick of tyrants) may be borne by slaves. 
Yet if our chief for plunder only fight. 
The spoils of Ilion shall thy loss requite, 

145. The rhjine here does not necessarily determine the pro- 
nnnciation of weal in Pope^s day, for see lines 119, 120. 
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166 Whene'et, by Jove's dfecrfee, out conqu'rilig {few'rs 
Shall humble to the dust het lofty tow'ts." 

Then thus the king. " Shall I my prize resign 
With tame content, and l^ou possess'd of thine ? 
Great as thou art, and like a god in fight, 

170 Think not to rob me of a soldier's right. 
At thy demand shall I testote the maid ? 
First let the just equivalent be paid ; 
Such as a king might ask ; and let it b6 
A treasure Worthy her, and worthy me. 

175 Or grant me this^ or with a monarch's claiizi 
This hstiid 6hall n^iie some other captive daine; 
The iMghty Ajax: shall his prite resign, 
Ulysses* Spoils, or e'feti thy oWn be iuihe. 
The man who suffers, lottdly may Complain ; 

180 And rage be may, but be shall rage in vain. 
But this when time requires. It now remains 
We launch a bark to plough the watery plains,^ 
And waft tiie sacrifice to Chrysa's shores, 
With dhosen pilots, and wil^ lab'ring oan^. 

185 Soon shall th^ fair the sable ship ascend. 
And some deputed prince the charge attend. 
This Greta's king, or Ajax shall f tdfil. 
Or wise Ulysses see perf orto'd our will ; 
Or, if out royal pleasure sfastU ordain, 

uo AcMUes' self conduct her o'er tb^ main ; 
Let fierce Achilles, dreadful in his rage. 
The god propitiate, and the pest assuage." 

172. Pope remarks here : ** I think the legal pretence for Aga- 
memnon's seizing Brisei's mast have been founded upon that 
law whereby the oommander^in-chief had the power of taking 
what part of the prey he pleased for his own use ; and he being 
obliged t& restore! what he had taken, it seezned but jmt that he 
should haye a second choice." 
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At this, Pelides, frowning stem, replied : 
" O tyrant, arm'd with insolence and pride ! 

196 Inglorious slave to interest, ever join'd 
With fraud, unworthy of a royal mind ! 
What gen'rous Greek, obedient to thy word. 
Shall form an ambush, or shall lift the sword? 
What cause have I to war at thy decree ? 

200 The distant Trojans never injured me : 

To Phthia's realms no hostile troops they led ; 
Safe in her vales my warlike coursers fed ; 
Far hence remov'd, the hoarse-resounding main. 
And walls of rocks, secure my native reign, 

206 Whose fruitful soil luxuriant harvests grace, 
Eich in her fruits, and in her martial race. 
Hither we sail'd, a voluntary throng, 
T' avenge a private, not a pubKc wrong : 
What else to Troy th' assembled nations draws, 

210 But thine, ungrateful, and thy brother's cause? 
Is this the pay our blood and toils deserve. 
Disgraced and injur'd by the man we serve ? 
And dar'st thou threat to snatch my prize away, 
Due to the deeds of many a dreadful day ? 

215 A prize as small, O tyrant ! matched with thine. 
As thy own actions if compared to mine. 
Thine in each conquest is the wealthy prey. 
Though mine the sweat and danger of the day. 
Some trivial present to my ships I bear, 

220 Or barren praises pay the wounds of war. 

But know, proud monarch, I 'm thy slave no more : 
My fleet shall waft me to Thessalia's shore. 
Left by Achilles on the Trojan plain. 
What spoils, what conquests, shall Atrides gain ? " 

195. The rhyme here indicates what was a common pronuncia- 
tion in Pope's day. 
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126 To this the king : " Fly, mighty warrior ! fly, 
Thy aid we need not, and thy threats defy : 
There want not chiefs in such a cause to fight. 
And Jove himself shall guard a monarch's right. 
Of all the kings (the gods' distinguished care) 

280 To pow'r superior none such hatred bear ; 
Strife and debate thy restless soul employ, 
And wars and horrors are thy savage joy. 
If thou hast strength, 't was Heav'n that strength 

bestow'd. 
For know, vain man ! thy valor is from God. 

2SS Haste, laimch thy vessels, fly with speed away, 
Bule thy own realms with arbitrary sway : 
I heed thee not, but prize at equal rate 
Thy short-liv'd friendship, and thy groundless hate. 
Oo, threat thy earth-bom Myrmidons ; but here 

240 T is mine to threaten, prince, and thine to fear. 
Know, if the god the beauteous dame demand. 
My bark shall waft her to her native land ; 
But then prepare, imperious prince ! prepare. 
Fierce as thou art, to yield thy captive fair : 

246 E'en in thy tent I '11 seize the blooming prize. 
Thy lov'd Briseis, with the radiant eyes. 
Hence shalt thou prove my might, and curse the 

hour, 
Thou stood'st a rival of imperial pow'r ; 
And hence to all our host it shall be known 

250 That kings are subject to the gods alone." 

Achilles heard, with grief and rage oppress'd; 
His heart swell'd high, and labor'd in his breast. 
Distracting thoughts by turns his bosom ruVd, 

239. Myrmidons. It is interesting to trace in this word the 
origin in a proper name of a common one. The word '' assassin'' 
is a similar instance. 
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Now fir'd by wrath, and no\^ by reaiK>ii cdol'd : 
255 That prompts his hand to draw the deadly sword. 

Force thro' the Greeks, and pierce theiir haughty 
lord; 

This whispers soft, his rengeanee to control, 

And calm the rising tempest of his soul. 

Just as in anguish of suspense he stay'd, 
260 While half unsheath'd appear'd the glitt'ring blade, 

Minerva swift descended from above. 

Sent by the sister and the wife of Jove ; 

(For both the princes daim'd her equal eare ;} 

Behind she stood, and by the golden hair 
265 AchiUes seiz'd ; to him alone conf^ss'd ; 

A sable clottd conceal'd her from the rest. 

He sees, and sudden to the goctdess cries, 

(Known by the flames that sparkle from her eyes :) 
^' Descends Minerva, iii her guardian care^ 
270 A heav'nly witoess of the wrongs I bear 

From Atreus' son ? Then let those eyes that view 

The daring crime, behold the vengeance too.'* 
" Forbear 1 " (the progeny of Jove replies) 

" To cahn thy fury I forsake the skies : 
275 Let great Achilles, to the gods resign'd. 

To reason yield the empire o'er his mind. 

By awful Juno this command is giv'ii ; 

The king and you are both the care of heav'n. 

The force of keen reproaches let him feel, 
280 But sheath, obedient, thy revenging steel. 

For I pronounce (and trust a heav'nly polr'r) 

Thy injur'd honor has its fated hour, 

When the proud monarch shall thy alms implore. 

And bribe thy friendship with a boundless store. 
265 Then let revenge no longer bear the sway. 

Command thy passions, and the gods obey." 
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To her Pelides ; " With regardful ear, 
*T is just, O goddess ! I thy dictates hear. 
Hard as it is, my vengeance I suppress : 

»o Those who revere the gods, the gods will bless." 
He said, observant of the blue-ey'd maid ; 
Then in the sheath retum'd the shining blade. 
The goddess swift to high Olympus flies, 
And joins the sacred senate of the skies. 

295 Nor yet the rage his boiling breast forsook. 
Which thus redoubling on Atrides broke : 
*' O monster ! mix'd of insolence and fear, 
Thou dog in forehead, but in heart a deer ! 
When wert thou known in ambusfa'd fights to 
dare, 

«oo Or nobly face the horrid front of war? 

'T is ours, the chance of fighting fields to try. 
Thine to look on, and bid the valiant die. 
So much 't is safer through the camp to go, 
And rob a subject, than despoil a foe. 

a» Scourge of thy people, violent and base 1 
Sent in Jove's anger on a slavish race, 
Who, lost to sense of generous freedom past. 
Are tam'd to wrongs, or this had been thy last. 
Now by this sacred sceptre hear me swear, 

no Which never more shall leaves or blossoms bear. 
Which, sever'd from the trunk (as I from thee}, 
On the bare mountains left its parent tree ; 
This sceptre, f orm'd by temper'd steel to prove 
An ensign of the delegates of Jove, 

^5 From whom the pow'r of laws and justice springs : 
(Tremendous oath ! inviolate to kings :} 

294. senate. Literature, in Pope's time, took its tone far 
more from Borne than from Greece. 

300. horrid front of war is distiiieily Latin. 
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By this I swear, when bleeding Greece again 
Shall call Achilles, she shall call in vain. 
When, flushed with slaughter, Hector comes to 
spread 

820 The purpled shore with mountains of the dead, 
Then shalt thou mourn th' affront thy madness 

gave. 
Forced to deplore, when impotent to save : 
Then rage in bitterness of soul, to know 
This act has made the bravest Greek thy foe." 

825 He spoke ; and furious hurl'd against the ground 
His sceptre starr'd with golden studs around ; 
Then sternly silent sat. With like disdain. 
The raging king retum'd his frowns again. 
To calm their passion with the words of age, 

830 Slow from his seat arose the Pylian sage, 
Experienc'd Nestor, in persuasion skill'd ; 
Words sweet as honey from his lips distill'd : 
Two generations now had pass'd away. 
Wise by his rules, and happy by his sway ; 

885 Two ages o'er his native realm he reign'd. 
And now th' example of the third remain'd. 
All view'd with awe the venerable man ; 
Who thus, with mild benevolence, began : 

" What shame, what woe is this to Greece I what 

joy 

840 To Troy's proud monarch, and the friends of Troy I 
That adverse gods commit to stem debate 
The best, the bravest of the Grecian state. 
Young as you are, this youthful heat restrain. 
Nor think your Nestor's years and wisdom vain. 

845 A godlike race of heroes once I knew, 

331. It would not be going far astray to refer the popular use 
of a '' Nestor " to Pope quite as much as to Homer. 



BOOK I. 13 

Such as no more these aged eyes shall view ! 

Lives there a chief to match Pirithous' fame, 

Dryas the bold, or Ceneus' deathless name ; 

Theseus, endued with more than mortal might, 
850 Or Polyphemus, like the gods in fight ? 

With these of old to toils of battle bred. 

In early youth my hardy days I led ; 

Fir'd with the thirst which virtuous envy breeds. 

And smit with love of honorable deeds. 
«» Strongest of men, they pierced the mountain boar^ 

Ranged the wild deserts red with monsters' gore, 

And from their hills the shaggy Centaurs tore. 

Yet these with soft persuasive arts I sway'd ; 

When Nestor spoke, they listened and obey'd. 
360 If in my youth, e'en these esteem'd me wise. 

Do you, young warriors, hear my age advice. 

Atrides, seize not on the beauteous slave ; 

That prize the Greeks by common suffrage gave : 

Nor thou, Achilles, treat our prince with pride ; 
365 Let kings be just, and sov'reign pow'r preside. 

Thee, the first honors of the war adorn. 

Like gods in strength, and of a goddess bom ; 

Him, awful majesty exalts above 

The pow'rs of earth, and sceptred sons of Jove. 
370 Let both unite with well^nsenting mind. 

So shall authority with strength be join'd. 

I^eave me, O king ! to calm Achilles' rage ; 

Eule thou thyself, as more advanced in age. 

Forbid it, gods ! Achilles should be lost, 
875 The pride of Greece, and bulwark of our host.'* 

347. Pirithous was the son of Ldon and Dia, and King of 
the Lapithse, a race of Thessaly. It was at his bridal with Hip- 
podamia that the famous contest arose between the Lapithae, of 
whom Ceneus was king and Dryas a leader, and the Centaurs. 
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This said, he eeas'd ; the king of men replies : 

'' Thy years are awful, and thy words are wise. 

But that imperious, that unconquer'd soul, 

No laws can limit, no respect control : • 

880 Before his pride must his superiors fall. 

His word the law, and he the lord of all? 

Him must our hosts, our chiefs, ourself obey ? 

What king can bear a rival in his sway? 

Grant that the gods his matchless force have 
giv'n; 
385 Has foul reproach a privilege from heav'n ? " 
Here on the monarch's speech Achilles broke, 

And furious, thus, and interrupting, spoke : 

'^ Tyrant, I well deserv'd thy galling chain. 

To live thy slave, and still to serve in vain, 
890 Should I submit to each unjust decree : 

Command thy vassals, but command not me. 

Seize on Briseis, whom the Grecians doom'd 

My prize of war, yet tamely see resum'd ; 

And seize secure ; no more Achilles draws 
895 His conqu'ring sword in any woman's cause. 

The gods command me to forgive the past ; 

But let this first invasion be the last : 

For know, thy blood, when next thou dar'st in- 
vade. 

Shall stream in vengeance on my reeking blade." 
400 At this they eeas'd ; the stem debate expir'd : 

The chiefs in snUen majesty retir'd. 
Achilles with Patroclus took his way, 

Where near his tents his hollow vessels lay. 

Meantime Atrides launch'd with numerous oars 
405 A well-rigg'd ship for Chrysa's sacred shores : 

High on the deck was fair Chrysei's plac'd. 

And sage Ulysses with the conduct grac'd : 
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Safe iBi her sides the hecatomb they atow'd, 
Then, swiftly sailing, cut the liquid road. 

410 The host to expiate, next the king prepares, 
With pure lustrations and with solemn pray'rs. 
Wash'd by the briny wave, the pious train 
Are cleans'd ; and cast th' ablutions in the main. 
Along the shores whole hecatombs were laid, 

415 And bulls and goats to Phoebus' altars paid. 
The sable fumes in curling spires arise. 
And waft their grateful odors to the skies. 
The army thus in sacred rites engaged, 
Atrides stiU with deep resentment raged. 

420 To wait his will two sacred heralds stood, 
Talthybius and Eurybates the good. 
^' Haste to the fierce Achilles' tent," he cries, 
^' Thence bear Brisei's as our royal prize : 
Submit he must ; or, if they will not part, 

425 Ourself in arms shall tear her from his heart." 

Th' unwilling heralds act their lord's commands ; 
Pensive they walk along the barren sands : 
Arriv'd, the hero in his tent they find. 
With gloomy aspect, on his arm reclin'd. 

490 At awful distance long they silent stand, 

Loth to advance, or speak their hard command ; 
Decent confusion ! This the godlike man 
Perceiv'd, and thus with accent mild began : 
^^ With leave and honor enter our abodes, 

485 Ye sacred ministers of men and gods ! 

I know your message ; by constraint you came ; 
If ot you, but your imperious lord, I blame. 
Patroclus, haste, the fair Briseis bring ; 
Conduct my captive to the haughty king. 

440 But witness, heralds, and proclaim my vow. 
Witness to gods above, and men below I 
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But first, and loudest, to your priuce declare, 
That lawless tyrant whose commands you bear ; 
Unmoy'd as death Achilles shall remain 

445 Though prostrate Greece should bleed at every 
vein: 
The raging chief in frantic passion lost, 
Blind to himself, and useless to his host, 
Unskill'd to judge the future by the past. 
In blood and slaughter shall repent at last." 

450 Patroclus now th' unwilling beauty brought ; 
She, in soft sorrows, and in pensive thought, 
Pass'd silent, as the heralds held her hand. 
And oft look'd back, slow-moving o'er the strand. 
Not so his loss the fierce Achilles bore ; 

455 But sad retiring to the sounding shore. 
O'er the wild margin of the deep he hung. 
That kindred deep from whence his mother sprung ; 
There, bath'd in tears of anger and disdain, 
Thus loud lamented to the stormy main : 

460 ^^ O parent goddess ! since in early bloom 
Thy son must fall, by too severe a doom ; 
Sure, to so short a race of glory bom. 
Great Jove in justice should this span adorn. 
Honor and fame at least the Thunderer owed ; 

465 And ill he pays the promise of a god. 
If yon proud monarch thus thy son defies. 
Obscures my glories, and resumes my prize." 

Far in the deep recesses of the main. 
Where aged Ocean holds his watery reign, 

470 The goddess-mother heard. The waves divide ; 
And like a mist she rose above the tide ; 

461. Achilles had been given the choice of two fates, a long 
life of inaction, and a brief career full of glory. 
470. Thetis, a sea-nymph. 
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Beheld him mourning on the naked shores. 

And thus the sorrows of his soul explores : 

" Why grieves my son ? thy anguish let me shaie^ 

f75 Beyeal the cause, and trust a parent's care." 
He deeply sighing said : " To tell my woe 
Is but to mention what too well you know. 
From Thebe, sacred to Apollo's name, 
Eetion's realm, our conqu'ring army came, 

480 With treasure loaded and triumphant spoils. 
Whose just division crown'd the soldier's toils ; 
But bright Chryseis, heav'nly prize ! was led 
By vote selected to the general's bed. 
The priest of Phoebus sought by gifts to gain 

485 His beauteous daughter from the victor's chain ; 
The fleet he reach'd, and, lowly bending down, 
Held forth the sceptre and the laurel crown. 
Entreating all ; but chief implor'd for grace 
The brother-kings of Atreus' royal race : 

480 The gen'rous Greeks their joint consent declajre. 
The priest to reverence, and release the fair. 
Not so Atrides : he, with wonted pride, 
The sire insulted, and his gifts denied : 
Th' insulted sire (his god's peculiar care) 

485 To Phoebus pray'd, and Phoebus heard the pray'r : 
A dreadful plague ensues ; th' avenging darts 
Incessant fly, and pierce the Grecian hearts. 
A prophet then, inspir'd by heaven, arose. 
And points the crime, and thence derives the 
woes: 

MO Myself the first th' assembled chiefs incline 
T' avert the vengeance of the pow'r divine ; 
Then, rising in his wrath, the monarch storm'd ; 
Incens'd he threaten'd, and his threats perform'd : 

478. Thebd, a city of Mysia. 
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The fair Chiyseys to her sire was sent, 

505 With offer'd gifts to make the god relent ; 
But now he seiz'd Briseis' heav'nly charma. 
And of my valor's prize defrauds my arms, 
Defrauds the votes of all the Grecian train ; 
And service, faith, and justice plead in vain. 

tfio But, goddess ! thou thy suppliant son attend. 
To high Olympus' shining court ascend. 
Urge all the ties to former service ow'd. 
And sue for vengeance to the thundering god. 
Oft hast thou triumph'd in the glorious boast 

515 That thou stood'st forth, of all the ethereal host. 
When bold rebellion shook the realms above, 
Th' undaunted guard of cloud-compelling Jove ; 
When the bright partner of his awful reign, 
The warlike maid, and monarch of the main, 

530 The traitor-gods, by mad ambition driv'n. 

Durst threat with chains th' omnipotence of heav'n. 
Then call'd by thee, the monster Titan came ; 
(Whom gods Briareus, men JEgeon name ; ) 
Through wondering skies enormous stalk'd along ; 

525 Not he that shakes the solid earth so strong : 
With giant-pride at Jove's high throne he stands. 
And brandish'd round him all his hundred hands. 
Th' affrighted gods confess'd their awful lord. 
They dropp'd the fetters, trembled and ador'd. 

5S0 This, goddess, this to his rememb'rance call, 
Embrace his knees, at his tribunal fall ; 
Conjure him far to drive the Grecian train. 
To hurl them headlong to their fleet and main. 
To heap the shores with copious death, and bring 

686 The Greeks to know the curse of such a king : 

525. Poseidon, or Neptune, whom Homer calls the earth- 
shaker. 



BOOK L 19 

Let Agamemnon lift his haughty head 
O'er all his wide dominion of the dead, 
And mourn in blood, that e'er he durst disgrace 
The boldest warrior of the Grecian race." 

640 " Unhappy son ! " (fair Thetis thus replies, 
While tears celestial trickle from her eyes,) 
** Why have I borne thee with a mother's throes. 
To fates averse, and nurs'd for future woes? 
So short a space the light of heav'u to view I 

645 So short a space ! and fill'd with sorrow too I 
Oh, might a parent's careful wish prevail. 
Far, far from Ilion should thy vessels sail. 
And thou, from camps remote, the danger shun. 
Which now, alas ! too nearly threats my son. 

860 Yet (what I can) to move thy suit I 'U go 
To great Olympus crown'd with fleecy snow. 
Meantime, secure within thy ships from far \ 

Behold the field, nor mingle in the war. ^ 

The sire of gods, and all th' ethereal train, ' • 

866 On the warm limits of the farthest main • 

Now mix with mortals, nor disdain to grace 
The feasts of ^Ethiopia's blameless race : 
Twelve days the pow'rs indulge the genial rite, 
Setuming with the twelfth revolving light. 

660 Then will I mount the brazen dome, and move 
The high tribunal of immortal Jove." 

The goddess spoke : the rolling waves imclose ; 
Then down the deep she plunged, from whence she 

rose. 
And left him sorrowing on the lonely coast 

666 In wild resentment for the fair he lost. 

In Chrysa's port now sage Ulysses rode ; 
Beneath the deck the destin'd victims stow'd : 
The sails they f url'd, they lash'd the mast aside, 



20 POPE'S ILIAD, 

And dropp'd their anchors, and the pinnace tied. 
870 Next on the shore their hecatomb they land, 

Chiyseis last descending on the strand. 

Her, thus returning from the f urrow'd main, 

Ulysses led to Phoebus' sacred fane ; 

Where at his solemn altar, as the maid 
075 He gave to Chryses, thus the hero said : 

" Hail, reverend priest I to Phoebus' awful dome 

A suppliant I from great Atrides come : 

Unransom'd here receive the spotless fair ; 

Accept the hecatomb the Greeks prepare ; 
5S0 And may thy god, who scatters darts around, 

Aton'd by sacrifice, desist to wound." 
At this the sire embraced the maid again, 

So sadly lost, so lately sought in vain. 

Then near the altar of the darting king, 
585 Dispos'd in rank their hecatomb they bring : 

With water purify their hands, and take 

The sacred offering of the salted cake ; 

While thus with arms devoutly raised in air, 

And solemn voice, the priest directs his prayer : 
590 " God of the silver bow, thy ear incline, 

Whose power encircles Cilia the divine ; 

Whose sacred eye thy Tenedos surveys, 

And gilds fair Chrysa with distinguish'd rays I 

If, fir'd to vengeance at thy priest's request, 
505 Thy direful darts inflict the raging pest ; 

Once more attend ! avert the wasteful woe. 

And smile propitious, and unbend thy bow." 
So Chryses pray'd, Apollo heard his prayer : 

And now the Greeks their hecatomb prepare ; 
600 Between their horns the salted barley threw, 

And with their heads to heaven the victims slew : 

The limbs they sever from th' inclosing hide ; 
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The thighs, selected to the gods, divide : 
On these, in double cauls inyolved with art, 

605 The choicest morsels lay from every part. 
The priest himself before his altar stands, 
And burns the offering with his holy hands, 
Pours the black wine, and sees the flame aspire ; 
The youths with instruments surround the fire : 

610 The thighs thus sacrificed, and entrails drest, 
Th' assistants part, transfix, and roast the rest : 
Then spread the tables, the repast prepare, 
Each takes his seat, and each receives his share* 
When now the rage of himger was repressed, 

6U5 With pure libations they conclude the feast ; 
The youths with wine the copious goblets crown'd, 
And, pleas'd, dispense the flowing bowls around. 
With hymns divine the joyous banquet ends. 
The PdBans lengthen'd till the sun descends : 

620 The Greeks, restor'd, the grateful notes prolong : 
Apollo listens, and approves the song. 

'T was night ; the chiefs beside their vessel Ke 
Till rosy mom had purpled o'er the sky : 
Then launch, and hoist the mast ; indulgent gales, 

825 Supplied by Phoebus, fill the swelling sails ; 
The milk-white canvas bellying as they blow, 
The parted ocean foams and roars below : 
Above the bounding billows swift they flew. 
Till now the Grrecian camp appear'd in view. 

690 Far on the beach they haul their barks to land, 
(The crooked keel divides the yellow sand,) 
Then part, where stretch'd along the winding bay 
The ships and tents in mingled prospect lay. 

603. The nse of to sounds antiquated; we should use for. See 
also 483 ; in that line does to follow led or selected f 
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685 The stern Achilles, steadfast in his hate ; 
Nor mix'd in combat, nor in council join'd ; 
But wasting cares lay heavy on his mind : 
In his black thoughts revenge and slaughter roll. 
And scenes of blood rise dreadful in his soul. 

640 Twelve days were past, and now the dawning 
light 
The gods had summon'd to th' Olympian height : 
Jove, first ascending from the watery bowers, 
Leads the long order of ethereal powers. 
When like the morning mist, in early day, 

6i5 Bose from the flood the daughter of the sea ; 
And to the seats divine her flight address'd. 
There, far apart, and high above the rest, 
The Thimderer sat ; where old Olympus shrouds 
His hundred heads in heaven, and props the clouds. 

6D0 Suppliant the goddess stood : one hand she placed 
Beneath his beard, and one his knees embraced. 
" If e'er, O father of the gods ! " she said, 
'^ My words could please thee, or my actions aid ; 
Some marks of honor on thy son bestow, 

65B And pay in glory what in life you owe. 
Fame is at least by heavenly promise due 
To life so short, and now dishonor'd too. 
Avenge this wrong, O ever just and wise I 
Let Greece be humbled, and the Trojans rise ; 

660 Till the proud king, and all th' Achaian race 
Shall heap with honors him they now disgrace." 

Thus Thetis spoke, but Jove in silence held 
The sacred councils of his breast conceal'd. 
Not so repuls'd, the goddess closer press'd, 

642. Pope makes a mistake here. Homer merely said that 
Jove had gone towards the ocean to visit the Ethiopians. 
645. sea like tea was rhymed with day by Pope. 
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665 Still grasp'd his knees, and urged the dear request. 

" O sire of gods and men ! thy suppliant hear, 

Refuse, or grant; for what has Jove to fear? 

Or, oh ! declare, of all the powers above. 

Is wretched Thetis least the care of Jove ? " 
670 She said, and sighing thus the god replies. 

Who rolls the thunder o'er the vaulted skies : 
"What hast thou ask'd? Ah why should Jove 
engage 

In foreign contests, and domestic rage. 

The gods' complaints, and Juno's fierce alarms, 
675 While I, too partial, aid the Trojan arms ? 

Go, lest the haughty partner of my sway 

With jealous eyes thy close access survey ; 

But part in peace, secure thy prayer is sped : 

Witness the sacred honors of our head, 
680 The nod that ratifies the will divine. 

The faithful, fix'd, irrevocable sign ; 

This seals thy suit, and this fulfils thy vows " — 

He spoke, and awful bends his sable brows ; 

Shakes his ambrosial curls, and gives the nod ; 
685 The stamp of fate, and sanction of the god : 

High heaven with trembling the dread signal took, 

And all Olympus to the centre shook. 

Swift to the seas profound the goddess flies, 

Jove to his starry mansion in the skies. 
660 The shining synod of th' immortals wait 

The coming god, and from their thrones of state 

Arising silent, rapt in holy fear. 

Before the majesty of heaven appear. 

Trembling they stand, while Jove assumes the throne, 
605 All but the god's imperious queen alone : 

Late had she view'd the silver-footed dame, 

And all her passions kindled into flame. 
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^^ Say, artful manager of heaven," she cries, 
^^ Who now partakes the secrets of the skies ? 

700 Thy Juno knows not the decrees of fate, 
In vain the partner of imperial state. 
What fav'rite goddess then those cares divides. 
Which Jove in prudence from his consort hides ? ^ 
To this the Thunderer : ^^ Seek not thou to find 

705 The sacred counsels of almighty mind : 
Involv'd in darkness lies the great decree, 
Nor can the depths of fate be pierced by thee. 
What fits thy knowledge, thou the first shalt know : 
The first of gods above and men below : 

no But thou, nor they, shall search the thoughts that 
roU 
Deep in the close recesses of my soul." 

Full on the sire, the goddess of the skies 
Boll'd the large orbs of her majestic eyes. 
And thus retum'd : '^ Austere Satumius, say, 

115 From whence this wrath, or who controls thy sway ? 
Thy boundless will, for me, remains in force, 
And all thy counsels take the destined course. 
But 't is for Greece I fear : for late was seen 
In dose consult the silver-footed queen. 

720 Jove to his Thetis nothing could deny, 
Nor was the signal vain that shook the sky. 
What fatal favor has the goddess won, 
To grace her fierce inexorable son ? 
Perhaps in Grrecian blood to drench the plain, 

725 And glut his vengeance with my people slain." 
Then thus the god : ^' Oh restless fate of pride, 
That strives to learn what heaven resolves to hide ; 
Vain is the search, presumptuous and abhorr'd, 
Anxious to thee, and odious to thy lord. 

730 Let this suffice : th' immutable decree 



BOOK L 26 

No force can shake : what is^ that ought to be. 
Goddess, submit, nor dare our will withstand, 
But dread the power of this avenging hand ; 
Th' united strength of all the gods above 

735 In vain resists th' omnipotence of Jove." 

The Thunderer spoke, nor durist the queen reply ; 
A reverend horror silenced all the sky. 
The feast disturb'd, with sorrow Vulcan saw 
His mother menaced, and the gods in awe ; 

740 Peace at his heart, and pleasure his design, 
Thus interpos'd the architect divine : 
" The wretched quarrels of the mortal state 
Are far unworthy, gods ! of your debate : 
Let men their days in senseless strife employ, 

745 We, in eternal peace, and constant joy. 
Thou, goddess-mother, with our sire comply. 
Nor break the sacred union of the sky : 
Lest, rous'd to rage, he shake the blest abodes, 
Launch the red lightning, and dethrone the gods. 

750 If you submit, the Thunderer stands appeased ; 
The gracious power is willing to be pleas'd." 

731. This line at once recalls a famous line in Pope's Essay 

on Man : — 

" One truth is clear, whatever is, U right." 

It is one of several instances where Pope has used Homer to 
vent his own philosophy. The whole passage, lines 726-735, is 
an interesting one, as showing how Pope paraphrased Homer. 
A literal translation would read thus : '* Witch I thou art ever 
busy with thy mind, nor can I escape thee. Nevertheless, thou 
shalt not be able to perform anything, but rather shall be in my 
disfavor, which shall be worse for thee. And if it be as thou 
sayest, such is my pleasure. Sit thou silent and obey my word, 
lest all the gods that be in Olympus protect thee not from my 
approach when I lay upon thee my hands untouchable." It would 
be a profitable exercise for one who does not read Greek to take 
a prose translation — the above passage is from Purves's — and 
study Pope's embroidery of the original. 
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Thus Vulcan spoke ; and, rising with a bound, 
The double bowl with sparkling nectar crowned. 
Which held to Juno in a cheerful way, 

755 ^^ Goddess," he cried, ^' be patient and obey. 
Dear as you are, if Jove his arm extend, 
I can but grieve, unable to defend. 
What god so daring in your aid to move. 
Or lift his hand against the force of Jove ? 

760 Once in your cause I felt his matchless might, 
Hurl'd headlong downward from th' ethereal height ; 
Toss*d all the day in rapid circles round ; 
Nor, till the sun descended, touched the ground : 
Breathless I fell, in giddy motion lost ; 

765 The Sinthians raised me on the Lemnian coast." 
He said, and to her hands the goblet heav'd. 
Which, with a smile, the white-arm'd queen receiv'd. 
Then to the rest he fill'd ; and, in his turn, 
Each to his lips applied the nectar'd urn. 

770 Vulcan with awkward grace his office plies, 
And unextinguished laughter shakes the skies. 
Thus the blest gods the genial day prolong, 
In feasts ambrosial, and celestial song. 
ApoUo tuned the lyre ; the muses round 

ns li^ith voice alternate aid the silver sound. 
Meantime the radiant sun, to mortal sight 
Descending swift, roU'd down the rapid light. 
Then to their starry domes the gods depart, 
The shining monuments of Vulcan's art : 

780 Jove on his couch reclin'd his awful head. 
And Juno slumber'd on the golden bed. 

765. The Sinthians were a people of the island of Lemnos, 
where Vulcan was fabled to have had his underground forge. 
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THE EPISODES OF GLAUCUS AND DIOMED, AND OF 
HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE. 

Now heaven forsakes the fight; th' immortals 
yield 
To human force and human skill the field : 
Dark showers of javelins fly from foes to foes ; 
Now here, now there, the tide of combat flows ; 
6 While Troy's fam'd streams, that bound the death- 
ful plain, 
On either side run purple to the maili. 

Great Ajax first to conquest led the way, 
Broke the thick ranks, and tum'd the doubtful 

day. 
The Thracian Acamas his falchion found, 
10 And hew'd th' enormous giant to the ground ; 
His thundering arm a deadly stroke impress'd 
Where the black horse-hair nodded o'er his crest : 
Fix'd in his front the brazen weapon lies, 
And seals in endless shades his swimming eyes. 
15 Next Teuthras' son distain'd the sands with blood, 
Axylus, hospitable, rich, and good : 
In fair Arisba's walls (his native place) 
He held his seat ; a friend to human race. 
Fast by the road, his ever-open door 
30 Obliged the wealthy, and reliev'd the poor. 

5. Scamander and Simolfs. 

20. obliged = laid under tribute. 
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To stern Tydides now he falls a prey, 
No friend to guard him in the dreadful day I 
Breathless the good man fell, and by his side 
His faithful servant, old Calesius, died. 

IS By great Euryalus was Dresus slain, 
And next he laid Opheltius on the plain. 
Two twins were near, bold, beautiful, and young, 
From a fair Naiad and Bucolion sprung : 
(Laomedon's white flocks Bucolion fed, 

80 That monarch's first-bom by a foreign bed ; 
In secret woods he won the Naiad's grace, 
And two fair infants crown'd his strong embrace : ) 
Here dead they lay in all their youthful charms ; 
The ruthless victor stripp'd their shining arms. 

as Astyalus by Polypoetes fell ; 
Ulysses' spear Pidytes sent to hell ; 
By Teucer's shaft brave Aretaon bled, 
And Nestor's son laid stern Ablerus dead ; 
Great Agamemnon, leader of the brave, 

40 The mortal wound of rich Elatus gave, 
Who held in Pedasus his proud abode. 
And till'd the banks where silver Satnio flow'd. 
Melanthius by Eurypylus was slain ; 
And Phylacus from Leitus flies in vain. 

45 Unbless'd Adrastus next at mercy lies 
Beneath the Spartan spear, a living prize. 
Scar'd with the din and tumult of the fight, 
His headlong steeds, precipitate in flight, 
Rush'd on a tamarisk's strong trunk, and broke 

50 The shatter'd chariot from the crooked yoke : 
Wide o'er the field, resistless as the wind. 
For Troy they fly, and leave their lord behind. 
Prone on his face he sinks beside the wheel : 

42. The Satnio was a river in Mysia. 
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Atrides o'er him shakes his vengef al steel ; 
S5 The fallen chief in suppliant posture press'd 

The victor's knees, and thus his prayer address'd : 
" Oh spare my youth, and for the life I owe 

Large gifts of price my father shall bestow : 

When fame shall tell, that not in battle slain 
60 Thy hoUow ships his captive son detain. 

Rich heaps of brass shall in thy tent be told, 

And steel well-temper'd, and persuasive gold." 
He said : compassion touch'd the hero's heart ; 

He stood suspended with the lifted dart : 
«5 As pity pleaded for his vanquish'd prize, 

Stem Agamemnon swift to vengeance flies. 

And furious thus : ^^ O impotent of mind ! 

Shall these, shall these, Atrides' mercy find ? 

Well hast thou known proud Troy's perfidious 
land, 
70 And well her natives merit at thy hand ! 

Not one of all the race, nor sex, nor age. 

Shall save a Trojan from our boundless rage : 

Ilion shall perish whole, and bury all ; 

Her babes, her infants at the breast, shall fall, 
75 A dreadful lesson of exampled fate. 

To warn the nations, and to curb the great." 

The monarch spoke ; the words, with warmth ad- 
dress'd. 

To rigid justice steel'd his brother's breast. 

Fierce from his knees the hapless chief he thrust ; 
80 The monarch's javelin stretch'd him in the dust. 

Then, pressing with his foot his panting heart. 

Forth from the slain he tugg'd the reeking dart. 

Old Nestor saw, and rous'd the warriors' rage I 

^' Thus, heroes! thus the vigorous combat wage ! 
64. Atrides is here Menelaus. 
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85 No son of Mars descend, for servile gains, 
To touch the booty, while a foe remains. 
Behold yon glittering host, your future spoil ! 
First gain the conquest, then reward the toil/' 
And now had Greece eternal fame acquired, 

» And frighted Troy within her walls retir'd; 
Had not sage Helenus her state redress'd, 
Taught by the gods that mov'd his sacred breast : 
Where Hector stood, with great ^neas join'd, 
The seer reveal'd the counsels of his mind : 

A5 ^^ Ye generous chiefs ! on whom th' immortals 
lay 
The cares and glories of this doubtful day, 
On whom your aids, your country's hopes depend, 
Wise to consult, and active to defend ! 
Here, at our gates, your brave efforts unite, 

100 Turn back the routed, and forbid the flight ; 
Ere yet their wives' soft arms the cowards gam. 
The sport and insult of the hostile train. 
When your commands have hearten'd every band. 
Ourselves, here fix'd, will make the dang'rous stand ; 

105 Press'd as we are, and sore of former fight. 
These straits demand our last remains of might. 
Meanwhile, thou. Hector, to the town retire. 
And teach our mother what the gods require : 
Direct the queen to lead th' assembled train 

no Of Troy's chief matrons to Minerva's fane ; 
Unbar the sacred gates, and seek the power 
With offer'd vows, in Ilion's topmost tower. 
The largest mantle her rich wardrobes hold, 
Most priz'd for art, and labor'd o'er with gold, 

U5 Before the goddess' honor'd knees be spread ; 

99. efforts. Notice the accent, which does not surprise us in 
effete. 
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« 

And twelve young heifers to her altars led. 

If so the power, aton'd by fervent prayer, 

Our wives, our infants, and our city spare, 

And far avert Tydides' wasteful ire, 
120 That mows whole troops, and makes all Troy retire. 

Not thus AchiUes taught our hosts to dread. 

Sprung though he was from more than mortal 
bed; 

Not thus resistless rul'd the stream of fight, 

In rage unbounded, and unmatched in might." 
125 Hector obedient heard ; and, with a bound. 

Leaped from his trembling chariot to the ground ; 

Through all his host, inspiring force, he flies. 

And bids the thunder of the battle rise. 

With rage recruited the bold Trojans glow, 
130 And turn the tide of conflict on the foe : 

Fierce in the front he shakes two dazzling spears ; 

All Greece recedes, and midst her triumph fears ; 

Some god, they thought, who rul'd the fate of 
wars. 

Shot down avenging, from the vault of stars. 
135 Then thus, aloud : ^^ Ye dauntless Dardans, hear I 

And you whom distant nations send to war ; 

Be mindful of the strength your fathers bore ; 

Be still yourselves, and Hector asks no more. 

One hour demands me in the Trojan wall, 
140 To bid our altars flame, and victims fall : 

Nor shall, I trust, the matrons' holy train. 

And reverend elders, seek the gods in vain." 
This said, with ample strides the hero pass'd ; 

The shield's large orb behind his shoulder cast, 

135. The Dardans were the subjects of Anchises and were 
commanded by his son .^neas. The term is constantly used as 
equivalent to Trojans. 
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145 His neck o'ershading, to his ankle hung ; 
And as he mareh'd the brazen buckler rung. 

Now paus'd the battle, (godlike Hector gone,) 
When daring Glaucus and great Tydeus' son 
Between both armies met ; the chiefs from far 

150 Observ'd each other, and had mark'd for war. 
Near as they drew, Tydides thus began : 

*' What art thou, boldest of the race of man ? 
Our eyes, till now, that aspect ne'er beheld, 
Where fame is reap'd amid th' embattled field ; 

155 Yet far before the troops thou dar'st appear. 
And meet a lance the fiercest heroes fear. 
Unhappy they, and bom of luckless sires, 
Who tempt our fury when Minerva fires ! 
But if from heaven, celestial, thou descend, 

160 Know, with immortals we no more contend. 
Not long Lycurgus view'd the golden light, 
That daring man who mix'd with gods in fight ; 
Bacchus, and Bacchus' votaries, he drove 
With brandish'd steel from Nyssa's sacred grove ; 

166 Their consecrated spears lay scatter'd round. 
With curling vines and twisted ivy bound ; 
While Bacchus headlong sought the briny flood. 
And Thetis' arms received the trembling god. 
Nor fail'd the crime th' immortals' wrath to move, 

170 (Th' immortals bless'd with endless ease above ;) 
Depriv'd of sight, by their avenging doom. 
Cheerless he breath'd, and wander'd in the gloom : 
Then sunk unpitied to the dire abodes, 

146. rung. The intercliangeable use of this form with rang 
was more common in literature than it is now. 

164. Nyssa was a mountain in Thrace. Lycurgus was king 
of that country. 

173. sunk. See note on line 146. 
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A wretch accurs'd, and hated by the gods I 

175 1 brave not heaven ; but if the fruits of earth 
Sustain thy life, and human be thy birth, 
Bold as thou art, too prodigal of breath, 
Approach, and enter the dark gates of death." 
"What, or from whence I am, or who my sire," 

180 Eeplied the chief, " can Tydeus' son inquire ? 
Like leaves on trees the race of man is found. 
Now green in youth, now withering on the ground: 
Another race the following spring supplies, 
They fall successive, and successive rise ; 

185 So generations in their course decay. 

So flourish these, when those are past away. 
But if thou still persist to search my birth. 
Then hear a tale that fills the spacious earth: 
" A city stands on Argos' utmost bound ; 

190 (Argos the fair, for warlike steeds renown'd ;) 
^olian Sisyphus, with wisdom bless'd. 
In ancient time the happy walls possess'd, 
Then call'd Ephyr^ : Glaucus was his son ; 
Great Glaucus, father of Bellerophon, 

195 Who o'er the sons of men in beauty shin'd, 
Lov'd for that valor which preserves mankind. 
Then mighty Proetus Argos' sceptre sway'd. 
Whose hard commands BeUerophon obey'd. 
With direful jealousy the monarch rag'd, 

200 'And the brave prince in numerous toils engag'd. 
For him, Antea bum'd with lawless flame. 
And strove to tempt him from the paths of fame : 
In vain she tempted the relentless youth. 
Endued with wisdom, sacred fear, and truth. 

fx» Fir'd at his scorn, the queen to Proetus fled, 

193. I3ph3rr6 was afterward called Corinth. 
195. Shin'd. A disused form. 
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And begg'd revenge for her insulted bed : 
Incensed he heard, resolving on his fate ; 
But hospitable laws restrained his hate : 
To Lycia the devoted youth he sent, 

no With tablets seal'd, that told his dire intent. 
Now, bless'd by every power who guards the good. 
The chief arriv'd at Xanthus' silver flood : 
There Lycia's monarch paid him honors due ; 
Nine days he feasted, and nine bulls he slew. 

ns But when the tenth bright morning orient glow'd. 
The faithful youth his monarch's mandate shew'd : 
The fatal tablets, till that instant seal'd. 
The deathful secret to the king reveal'd. 
First, dire Chimaera's conquest was enjoin'd ; 

2ao A mingled monster, of no mortal kind ; 
Behind, a dragon's fiery tail was spread ; 
A goat's rough body bore a lion's head ; 
Her pitchy nostrils flaky flames expire ; 
Her gaping throat emits infernal fire. 

325 ^^ This pest he slaughter'd ; (for he read the 
skies, 
And trusted heaven's infoiming prodigies ;) 
Then met in arms the Solymaean crew, 
(Fiercest of men,) and those the warrior slew. 
Next the bold Amazons' whole force defied ; 

230 And conquer'd still, for heaven was on his side. 
"Nor ended here his toils: his Lycian foes, 
At his return, a treacherous ambush rose, 
With levell'd spears along the winding shore : 
There fell they breathless, and return'd no more. 

235 " At length the monarch with repentant grief 
Conf ess'd the gods, and god-descended chief ; 

227. The Solymi were an ancient people who inhabited the 
mountains of Lycia. 
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His daughter gave, the stranger to detain, 
With half the honors of his ample reign. 
The Lycians grant a chosen space of ground, 

NO With woods, with vineyards, and with harvest 
crown'd. 
There long the chief his happy lot possessed, 
With two brave sons and one fair daughter bless'd : 
(Fair e'en in heavenly eyes ; her fruitful love 
Crown'd with Sarpedon's birth th' embrace of 
Jove.) 

S45 But when at last, distracted in his mind, 
Forsook by heaven, forsaking human kind. 
Wide o'er th' Aleian field he chose to stray, 
A long, forlorn, uncomfortable way! 
Woes heap'd on woes consum'd his wasted heart ; 

»o His beauteous dau£:hter fell by Phoebe's dart ; 

In combat on the Solymsean plain. 

HippolochuB surviv'd ; from him I came, 

The honored author of my birth and name ; 
3» By his decree I sought the Trojan town. 

By his instructions learn to wm renown ; 

To stand the first in wor& as in command, 

To add new honors to my native land ; 

Before my eyes my mighty sires to phice, 
180 And emulate the glories of our race." 

He spoke, and transport fill'd Tydides' heart ; 

247. the Aleian field, or ** field of wandering/' lay between 
the rivers Pyramus and Finarus, in Cilicia. It was the scene of 
the wanderings of Bellerophon, who had been afiUcted with mel- 
ancholy after the loss of two of his children. Late legends say 
that he was condemned to wander here as a punishment for 
haying attempted to reach heaven on his horse Pegasus. 

261. spoke. Here Pope uses the form which of the two, 
ipoke and gpcJcCy has persisted even in verse. 
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In earth the generous warrior fix'd his dart, 
Then friendly, thus, the Lyoian prince addressed : 
" Welcome, my brave hereditary guest I 

165 Thus ever let us meet with kind embrace. 
Nor stain the sacred friendship of our race. 
Know, chief, our grandsires have been guests of 

old, 
^neus the strong, Bellerophon the bold ; 
Our ancient seat his honor'd presence grac'd, 

270 Where twenty days in genial rites he pass'd. 
The parting heroes mutual presents left ; 
A golden goblet was thy grandsire's gift ; 
^neus a belt of matchless work bestow'd. 
That rich with Tyrian dye refulgent glow'd. 

275 (ThiB from his pledge I leam'd, which, safely 
stor'd 
Among my treasures, still adorns my board : 
For Tydeus left me young, when Theb^'s wall 
Beheld the sons of Greece untimely fall.) 
Mindful of this, in friendship let us join ; 

380 If heaven our steps to foreign lands incline, 
My guest in Argos thou, and I in Lycia thine* 
Enough of Trojans to this lance shall yield. 
In the full harvest of yon ample field ; 
Enough of Greeks shall dye thy spear with gore ; 

185 But thou and Diomed be foes no more. 

Now change we arms, and prove to either host 
We guard the friendship of the line we boast." 

Thus having said, the gallant chiefs alight. 
Their hands they join, their mutual faith they 
plight ; 

290 Brave Glaucus then each narrow thought resigned ; 
(Jove warm'd his bosom and enlarg'd his mind ;) 
For Diomed's brass arms, of mean device. 
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For which nine oxen paid, (a vulgar price,) 

He gave his own, of gold divinely wrought ; 
S95 A hundred beeves the shining purchase bought. 
Meantime the guardian of the Trojan state, 

Great Hector, enter'd at the Scsean gate. 

Beneath the beech-trees' consecrated shades, 

The Trojan matrons and the Trojan maids 
300 Around him flock'd, all pressed with pious care 

For husbands, brothers, sons, engag'd in war. 

He bids the train in long procession go. 

And seek the gods, t' avert th' impending woe. 

And now to Priam's stately courts he came, 
ao5 Bais'd on arch'd columns of stupendous frame ; 

O'er these a range of marble structure runs ; 

The rich pavilions of his fifty sons, 

In fifty chambers lodged : and rooms of state 

Oppos'd to those, where Priam's daughters sat : 
310 Twelve domes for them and their lov'd spouses 
shone. 

Of equal beauty, and of polish'd stone. 

Hither great Hector pass'd, nor pass'd unseen 

Of royal Hecuba, his mother queen. 

(With her Laodic^, whose beauteous face 
315 Surpass'd the nymphs of Troy's illustrious race.) 

Long in a strict embrace she held her son. 

And press'd his hand, and tender thus begun : 
" O Hector I say, what great occasion calls 

My son from fight, when Greece surrounds our 
walls? 
sao Com'st thou to supplicate th' almighty power, 

With lifted hands from Dion's lofty tower? 

Stay, till I bring the cup with Bacchus crown'd, 

320. pcvirer in this line and tower in the next would lose 
their strength in the rhythm if the e were elided. 
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In Jove's high name, to sprinkle on the ground, 

And pay due vows to all the gods around. 
825 Then with a plenteous draught refresh thy soul. 

And draw new spirits from the generous bowl ; 

Spent as thou art with long laborious fight, 

The brave defender of thy country's right." 

"Far hence be Bacchus' gifts," the chief re- 
join'd ; 
390 " Inflaming wine, pernicious to mankind, 

Unnerves the limbs, and dulls the noble mind. 

Let chiefs abstain, and spare the sacred juice, 

To sprinkle to the gods, its better use. 

By me that holy office were prof an'd ; 
385 111 fits it me, with human gore distain'd, 

To the pure skies these horrid hands to raise, 

Or offer heaven's great sire polluted praise. 

You, with your matrons, go, a spotless train I 

And bum rich odors in Minerva's fane. 
340 The largest mantle your full wardrobes hold. 

Most priz'd for art, and labor'd o'er with gold. 

Before the goddess' honor'd knees be spread, 

AmSi twelve young heifers to her altar led. 

So may the power, aton'd by fervent prayer, 
345 Our wives, our infants, and our city spare, 

And far avert Tydides' wasteful ire, 

Who mows whole troops, and makes all Troy re- 
tire. 

Be this, O mother, your religious care ; 

I go to rouse soft Paris to the war ; 
351 If yet, not lost to all the sense of shame. 

The recreant warrior hear the voice of fame* 

Oh would kind earth the hateful wretch embrace, 

340. See lines 113-120. Pope does not often avail himself of 
Homer's frequent repetitions. 
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That pest of Troy, that ruin of our race ! 

Deep to the dark abyss might he descend, 
855 Troy yet should flourish, and my sorrows end." 
This heard, she gave command ; and summon'd 
came 

Each noble matron, and illustrious dame. 

The Phrygian queen to her rich wardrobe went, 

Where treasur'd odors breath'd a costly scent, 
aeo There lay the vestures of no vulgar art, 

Sidonian maids embroidered every part. 

Whom from soft Sidon youthful Paris bore, 

With Helen touching on the Tyrian shore. 

Here as the queen revolv'd with careful eyes 
966 The various textures and the various dyes. 

She chose a veil that shone superior far. 

And glow'd refulgent as the morning star. 

Herself with this the long procession leads ; 

The tmn majestioaUy slow proceeds. 
no Soon as to Ilion's topmost tower they come, 

And awful reach the high Palladian dome, 

Antenor's consort, fair Theano, waits 

As Pallas' priestess, and unbars the gates. 

With hands uplifted, and imploring eyes, 
175 They fill the dome with supplicating cries. 

The priestess then the shining veil displays. 

Placed on Minerva's knees, and thus she prays : 
" O awful goddess ! ever-dreadful maid, 

Troy's strong defence, unconquer'd Pallas, aid 1 
no Break thou Tydides' spear, and let him fall 

Prone on the dust before the Trojan wall. 

So twelve young heifers, guiltless of the yoke, 

Shall fill thy temple with a grateful smoke. 

But thou, aton'd by penitence and prayer, 
385 Ourselves, our infants, and our city spare I '* 
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So pray'd the priestess in her holy fane ; 

So Yow'd the matrons, but they vow'd in vain. 
While these appear before the power with 
prayers, 

Hector to Paris' lofty dome repairs. 
S90 Himself the mansion rais'd, from every part 

Assembling architects of matchless art. 

Near Priam's court and Hector's palace stands 
• The pompous structure, and the town commands. 

A spear the hero bore of wondrous strength, 
»6 Of full ten cubits was the lance's length ; 

The steely point with golden ringlets join'd. 

Before him brandish'd, at each motion shin'd. 

Thus entering, in the glittering rooms he found 

His brother-chief, whose useless arms lay round, 
400 His eyes delighting with their splendid show, 

Bright'ning the shield, and polishing the bow. 

Beside him Helen with her virgins stands, ' 

Guides their rich labors, and instructs their 
hands. 
Him thus inactive, with an ardent look 
40K The prince beheld, and high resenting spoke : 

"Thy hate to Troy is this the time to shew? 

(O wretch ill-fated, and thy country's foe I) 

Paris and Greece against us both conspire. 

Thy close resentment, and their vengeful ire ; 
410 For thee great Ilion's guardian heroes fall. 

Till heaps of dead alone defend her wall ; 

For thee the soldier bleeds, the matron mourns, 

And wasteful war in all its fury bums. 

Ungrateful man I deserves not this thy care, 
415 Our troops to hearten, and our toils to share ? 

Kise, or behold the conquering flames ascend^ 

And all the Phrygian glories at an end." 
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^^ Brother, 't is just," replied the beauteous 
youfch, 
"Thy free remonstrance proves thy worth and 
truth: 

420 Yet charge my absence less, O generous chief I 
On hate to Troy, than conscious shame and grief. 
Here, hid from human eyes, thy brother sat, 
And moum'd in secret his and Ilion's fate. 
'T is now enough: now glory spreads her charms, 

425 And beauteous Helen calls her chief to arms. 
Conquest to-day my happier sword may bless^ 
'T is man's to fight, but heaven's to give success. 
But while I arm, contain thy ardent mind ; 
Or go, and Paris shall not lag behind." 

430 He said, nor answer'd Priam's warlike son ; 
When Helen thus with lowly grace begun : 
" O generous brother I if the guilty dame 
That caus'd these woes deserves a sister's name I 
Would heaven, ere all these dreadful deeds were 
done, 

485 The day that shew'd me to the golden sun 

Had seen my death! Why did not whirlwinds 

bear 
The fatal infant to the fowls of air? 
Why sunk I not beneath the whelming tide, 
And midst the roarings of the waters died ? 

440 Heaven fill'd up all my ills, and I accurs'd 
Bore all, and Paris of those ills the worst. 
Helen at least a braver spouse might claim, 
Warm'd with some virtue, some regard of fame I 
Now, tired with toils, thy fainting limbs recline, 

145 With toils sustain'd for Paris' sake and mine : 
The gods have link'd our miserable doom, 

431. See note on line 146. 
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Our present woe and infamy to come : 

Wide shall it spread, and last through ages long, 

Example sad ! and theme of future song." 

450 The chief replied : ^' This time forbids to rest : 
The Trojan bands, by hostile fury press'd, 
Demand their Hector, and his arm require ; 
The combat urges, and my soul 's on fire. 
Urge thou thy knight to march where glory calls, 

tf5 And timely join me, ere I leave the walls. 
Ere yet I mingle in the direful fray. 
My wife, my infant, claim a moment's stay : 
This day (perhaps the last that sees me here) 
Demands a parting word, a tender tear : 

MO This day some god, who hates our Trojan land. 
May vanquish Hector by a Grecian hand." 

He said, and pass'd with sad presaging heart. 
To seek his spouse, his soid's far dearer part ; 
At home he sought her, but he sought in vain : 

465 She, with one maid of all her menial train, 
Had thence retir'd ; and, with her second joy, 
The yoimg Astyanax, the hope of Troy, 
Pensive she stood on Ilion's towery height, 
Beheld the war, and sicken 'd at the sight ; 

470 There her. sad eyes in vain her lord explore, 
Or weep the wounds her bleeding country bore. 
But he who found not whom his soul desir'd, 
Whose virtue charm'd him as her beauty fir'd, 
Stood in the gates, and ask'd what way she bent 

475 Her parting steps ? If to the fane she went. 
Where late the mourning matrons made resort ; 
Or sought her sisters in the Trojan court ? 
^' Not to the court," replied tV attendant train, 
" Nor, mix'd with matrons, to Minerva's fane : 

480 To Ilion's steepy tower she bent her way, 
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To mark the fortunes of the doubtful day. 
Troy fled, she heard, before the Grecian sword : 
She heard, and trembled for her distant lord ; 
Distracted with surprise, she seem'd to fly, 

485 Fear on her cheek, and sorrow in her eye. 
The nurse attended with her infant boy. 
The young Astyanax, the hope of Troy." 

Hector, this heard, return'd without delay ; 
Swift through the town he trod his former way, 

480 Through streets of palaces and walks of state ; 
And met the mourner at the Scaean gate. 
With haste to meet him sprung the joyful fair. 
His blameless wife, Eetion's wealthy heir : 
(Cicilian Theb^ great Eetion sway'd, 

495 And Hippoplacus' wide-extended shade : ) 

The nurse stood near, in whose embraces press'd. 
His only hope hung smiling at her breast. 
Whom each soft charm and early grace adorn. 
Fair as the new-born star that gilds the mom. 

500 To this lov'd infant Hector gave the name 

Scamandrius, from Scamander's honor'd stream : 
Astyanax the Trojans call'd the boy. 
From his great father, the defence of Troy. 
Silent the warrior smil'd, and, pleas'd, resigned 

505 To tender passions all his mighty mind : 
His beauteous princess cast a mournful look, 
Himg on his hand, and then dejected spoke ; 
Her bosom labor'd with a boding sigh. 
And the big tear stood trembling in her eye. 

no " Too daring prince 1 ah whither dost thou 
run? 
Ah too forgetful of thy wife and son ! 
And think'st thou not how wretched we shall be, 
502. Astyanax = the city's chief. 
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A widow I, a helpless orphan he ! 

For sure such courage length of life denies, 

615 And thou must fall, thy virtue's sacrifice. 
Greece in her single heroes strove in vain ; 
Now hosts oppose thee, and thou must be slain I 
Oh grant me, gods ! ere Hector meets his doom. 
All I can ask of heaven, an early tomb ! 

620 So shall my days in one sad tenor run. 
And end with sorrows as they first begun. 
No parent now remains, my griefs to share, 
No father's aid, no mother's tender care. 
The fierce Achilles wrapt our walls in fire, 

625 Laid Thebe waste, and slew my warlike sire I 
His fate compassion in the victor bred ; 
Stem as he was, he yet rever'd the dead, 
His radiant arms preserv'd from hostile spoil, 
And laid him decent on the funeral pile ; 

680 Then rais'd a mountain where his bones were bum'd ; 
The mountain nymphs the rural tomb adom'd ; 
Jove's sylvan daughters bade their elms bestow 
A barren shade, and in his honor grow. 

'^By the same arm my seven brave brothers 
fell; 

SS5 In one sad day beheld the gates of hell ; 

While the fat herds and snowy flocks they fed. 
Amid their fields the hapless heroes bled I 
My mother liv'd to bear the victor's bands, 
The queen of Hippoplacia's sylvan lands : 

640 Sedeem'd too late, she scarce beheld again 
Her pleasing empire and her native plain, 
When, ah I oppress'd by life-consuming woe. 
She fell a victim to Diana's bow. 

543. All sudden deaths of men were ascribed to Apollo, 
while those of women were attributed to Diana. 
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" Yet while my Hector still survives, I see 

M5 My father, mother, brethren, all, in thee. 
Alas ! my parents, brothers, kindred, all. 
Once more will perish if my Hector fall. 

*• Thy wife, thy infant, in thy danger share ; 
Oh prove a husband's and a father's care ! 

uo That quarter most the skilful Greeks annoy. 
Where yon wild fig-trees join the wall of Troy : 
Thou, from this tower defend th' important post ; 
There Agamemnon points his dreadful host, 
That pass Tydides, Ajax, strive to gain, 

655 And there the vengeful Spartan fires his train. 
Thrice our bold foes the fierce attack have given, 
Or led by hopes, or dictated from heaven. 
Let others in the field their arms employ. 
But stay my Hector here, and guard his Troy.'* 

seo The chief replied : '' That post shall be my care, 
Nor that alone, but all the works of war. 
How would the sons of Troy, in arms renown'd. 
And Troy's proud dames, whose garments sweep the 

ground. 
Attaint the lustre of my former name, 

866 Should Hector basely quit the field of fame ? 
My early youth was bred to martial pains. 
My soul impels me to th' embattled plains : 
Let me be foremost to defend the throne. 
And guard my father's glories, and my own. 

870 Yet come it will, the day decreed by fates ; 

(How my heart trembles while my tongue relates!) 
The day when thou, imperial Troy ! must bend. 
And see thy warriors fall, thy glories end. 
And yet no dire presage so wounds my mind, 

878 My mother's death, the ruin of my kind. 
Not Priam's hoary hairs defil'd with gore. 
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Not all my brothers gasping on the shore ; 
As thine, Andromache I thy griefs I dread ; 
I see thee trembling, weeping, captive led 1 

680 In Argive looms our battles to design, 

And woes of which so large a part was thine ! 
To bear the victor's hard commands, or bring 
The weight of waters from Hyperia's spring. 
There, while you groan beneath the load of life, 

585 They cry, Behold the mighty Hector's wife ! 
Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to see. 
Embitters all thy woes by naming me. 
The thoughts of glory past, and present shame, 
A thousand griefs, shall waken at the name I 

890 May I lie cold before that dreadful day, 
Press'd with a load of monumental clay I 
Thy Hector, wrapp'd in everlasting sleep. 
Shall neither hear thee sigh, nor see thee weep. 
Thus having spoke, th' illustrious chief of Troy 

595 Stretch'd his fond arms to clasp the lovely boy. 
The babe clung crying to his nurse's breast, 
Scar'd at the dazzling helm, and nodding crest. 
With secret pleasure each fond parent smil'd. 
And Hector hasted to relieve his child ; 

600 The glittering terrors from his brows unbound, 
And placed the beaming helmet on the ground. 
Then kiss'd the child, and, lifting high in air, 
Thus to the gods preferr'd a father's prayer: 
" O thou whose glory fills th' ethereal throne, 

605 And all ye deathless powers I protect my son ! 
Grant him, like me, to purchase just renown, 
To guard the Trojans, to defend the crown. 
Against his country's foes the war to wage, 
And rise the Hector of the future age I 

583. A fountain in Messenia. 
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no So when, triumphant from successful toils, 
Of heroes slain he bears the reeking spoils, 
Whole hosts may hail him with deserv'd acclaim, 
And say, This chief transcends his father's fame : 
While pleas'd, amidst the general shouts of Troy, 

815 His mother's conscious heart o'erflows with joy." 
He spoke, and fondly gazing on her charms 
Bestor'd the pleasing burden to her arms ; 
Soft on her fragrant breast the babe she laid, 
Hush'd to repose, and with a smile survey'd. 

C20 The troubled pleasure soon chastis'd by fear. 
She mingled with the smile a tender tear. 
The soften'd chief with kind compassion yiew'd. 
And dried the falling drops, and thus pursued : 
" Andromache ! my soul's far better part, 

«35 Why with untimely sorrows heaves thy heart ? 
No hostile hand can antedate my doom, 
Till fate condemns me to the silent tomb. 
Fix'd is the term to all the race of earth, 
And such the hard condition of our birth. 

690 No force can then resist, no flight can save ; 
All sink alike, the fearful and the brave. 
No more — but hasten to thy tasks at home. 
There guide the spindle, and direct the loom : 
Me glory summons to the martial scene, 

«35 The field of combat is the sphere for men. 
Where heroes war, the foremost place I claim, 
The first in danger as the first in fame." 

Thus having said, the glorious chief resumes 
His towery helmet, black with shading plumes. 

640 His princess parts with a prophetic sigh. 
Unwilling parts, and oft reverts her eye. 
That stream'd at every look : then, moving slow, 
Sought her own palace, and indulged her woe. 
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There, while her tears deplored the godlike man, 
645 Through all her train the soft infection ran ; 

The pious maids their mingled sorrows shed, 

And mourn the living Hector as the dead. 
But now, no longer deaf to honor's call. 

Forth issues Paris from the palace walL 
650 In brazen arms that cast a gleamy ray. 

Swift through the town the warrior bends his 
way. 

The wanton courser thus, with reins unboimd. 

Breaks from his stall, and beats the trembling 
ground; 

Pamper'd and proud he seeks the .wonted tides, 
655 And laves, in height of blood, his shining sides : 

His head now freed he tosses to the skies ; 

His mane dishevell'd o'er his shoulders flies ; 

He snuffs the females in the distant plain. 

And springs, exulting, to his fields again. 
860 With equal triumph, sprightly, bold, and gay. 

In arms refulgent as the god of day, 

The son of Priam, glorying in his might, 

Eush'd forth with Hector to the fields of fight. 

And now the warriors passing on the way, 
655 The graceful Paris first ^xcus'd his stay. 

To whom the noble Hector thus replied : 

'^ O chief ! in blood, and now in arms, allied ! 

Thy power in war with justice none contest ; 

Known is thy courage, and thy strength confess'd. 
670 What pity, sloth should seize a soul so brave, 

Or godlike Paris live a woman's slave ! 

My heart weeps blood at what the Trojans say. 

And hopes thy deeds shall wipe the stain away. 

Haste then, in all their glorious labors share ; 
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975 For mucli they suffer, for thy sake, in war. 
These ills shall cease, whene'er by Jove's decree 
We crown the bowl to Heaven and Liberty : 
While the proud foe his frustrate triumphs mourns, 
And Grreece indignant through her seas returns." 
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THE DEATH OF HEGTOB. 

Thus to their bulwarks, smit with panic fear. 
The herded Ilians rush like driven deer ; 
There safe, they wipe the briny drops away, 
And drown in bowls the labors of the day. 

6 Close to the walls, advancing o'er the fields, 
Beneath one roof of well-compacted shields, 
March, bending on, the Greeks' embodied powers. 
Far-stretching in the shade of Trojan towers. 
Great Hector singly stay'd ; chain'd down by fate, 

10 There fix'd he stood before the Scsean gate ; 
Still his bold arms determin'd to employ, 
The guardian still of long-defended Troy. 

Apollo now to tir'd AchiUes turns, 
(The power conf ess'd in all his glory bums,) 

15 " And what," he cries, " has Peleus' son in view. 
With mortal speed a godhead to pursue ? 
For not to thee to know the gods is given, 
Unskill'd to trace the latent marks of heaven. 
What boots thee now, that Troy forsook the plain ? 

20 Vain thy past labor, and thy present vain : 
Safe in their walls are now her troops bestow'd. 
While here thy frantic rage attacks a god." 

The chief incens'd : " Too partial god of day 1 
To check my conquest in the middle way : 

25 How few in Ilion else had refuge found ! 
What gasping numbers now had bit the ground I 
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Thou robb'st me of a glory justly mine. 
Powerful of godhead, and of fraud divine : 
Mean fame, alas I for one of heavenly strain, 

80 To cheat a mortal who repines in vain." 
Then to the city, terrible and strong. 
With high and haughty steps he tower'd along : 
So the proud courser, victor of the prize. 
To the near goal with double ardor flies. 

» Him, as he blazing shot across the field. 
The careful eyes of Priam first beheld. 
Not half so dreadful rises to the sight, 
Through the thick gloom of some tempestuous night, 
Orion's dog, (the year when autunm weighs,) 

40 And o'er the feebler stars exerts his rays ; 
Terrific glory ! for his burning breath 
Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, and death. 
So flam'd his fiery mail. Then wept the sage : 
He strikes his reverend head, now white with age ; 

45 He lifts his wither'd arms ; obtests tha skies ; 
He calls his much-lov'd son with feeble cries : 
The son, resolv'd Achilles' force to dare. 
Full at the Scsean gate expects the war : 
While the sad father on the rampart stands, 

80 And thus adjures him with extended hands : 
^^ Ah stay not, stay not I guardleas and alone ; 
Hector, my lov'd, my dearest, bravest son I 
Methinks already I behold thee slain. 
And stretch'd beneath that fury of the plain. 

85 Implacable Achilles ! might'st thou be 
To all the gods no dearer than to me t 
Thee, vultures wild should scatter round the shore, 
And bloody dogs grow fiercer from thy gore 1 
How many valiant sons I late enjoy'd, 

«o Valiant in vain ! by thy curs'd arm destroy'd : 
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Or, worse than slaughter'd, sold in distant isles 
To shameful bondage and unworthy toils. 
Two, while I speak, my eyes in vain explore, 
Two from one mother sprung, my Polydore 

66 And loved Lycaon ; now perhaps no more I 
Oh I if in yonder hostile camp diey live. 
What heaps of gold, what treasures would I give • 
(Their grandsire's wealth, by right of birth their 

own, 
Consign'd his daughter with Lelegia's throne :) 

70 But if (which heaven forbid) already lost. 
All pale they wander on the Stygian coast. 
What sorrows then must their sad mother know. 
What anguish 1 1 unutterable woe I 
Yet less that anguish, less to her, to me, 

76 Less to all Troy, if not depriv'd of thee. 
Yet shun Achilles I enter yet the wall ; 
And spare thyself, thy father, spare us all ! 
Save thy dear life : or if a soul so brave 
Neglect that thought, thy dearer glory save. 

80 Pity, while yet I live, these silver hairs ; 
While yet thy father feels the woes he bears. 
Yet curs'd with sense I a wretch, whom in his rage 
(All trembling on the verge of helpless age) 
Grreat Jove has placed, sad spectacle of pain I 

86 The bitter dregs of fortune's cup to drain : 
To fill with scenes of death his closing eyes, 
And number all his days by miseries I 

69. The Leleges were an anoient race who spread over Greece 
and the adjoining isles before the Hellenes. Little is known of 
them, but tiiej were so widely diffused that many suppose them 
to have consisted of several different tribes. They were gradu- 
ally merged with the Hellenes, and lost their identity in the 
stronger race. 
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My heroes slain, my bridal bed o'erturn'd, 
My daughters ravish'd, and my city bum'd, 
90 My bleeding infants dash'd against the floor ; 
These I have yet to see, perhaps yet more ! 
Perhaps ev'n I, reserv'd by angry fate 
The last sad relic of my ruined state, 
(Dire pomp of sovereign wretchedness I ) must fall 
95 And stain the pavement of my regal hall ; 
Where famish'd dogs, late guardians of my door, 
Shall lick their mangled master's spatter'd gore. 
Yet for my sons I thank ye, gods 1 't was well : 
Well have they perish'd, for in fight they fell. 

100 Who dies in youth and vigor, dies the best. 

Struck through with wounds, all honest on the 

breast. 
But when the fates, in fulness of their rage, 
Spurn the hoar head of unresisting age, 
In dust the reverend lineaments deform, 

105 And pour to dogs the life-blood scarcely warm ; 
This, this is misery I tl^e last, the worst. 
That man can feel : man, fated to be curs'd ! " 

He said, and acting what no words could say, 
Kent from his head the silver locks away. 

110 With him the mournful mother bears a part : 

Yet all their sorrows turn not Hector*s heart : 

The zone unbraced, her bosom she display'd ; 

And thus, fast-falling the salt tears, she said : 

" Have mercy on me, O my son I revere 

115 The words of age ; attend a parent's prayer I 
If ever thee in these fond arms I press'd. 
Or still'd thy infant clamors at this breast ; 
Ah I do not thus our helpless years forego, 
Sut, by our walls secur'd, repel the foe. 

120 Against his rage if singly thou proceed, 
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Should'st thou, (but heaven avert it I) should'st thou 

bleed, 
Nor must thy corse lie honor'd on the bier, 
Nor spouse, nor mother, grace thee with a tear ; 
Far from our pious rites, those dear remains 

135 Must feast the vultures on the naked plains." 

So they, while down their cheeks the torrents roll: 
But fix'd remains the purpose of his soul ; 
Besolv'd he stands, and with a Bery glance 
Expects the hero's terrible advance. 

130 So, roU'd up in his den, the swelling snake 
Beholds the traveller approach the brake ; 
When, fed with noxious herbs, his turgid veins 
Have gathered half the poisons of the plains ; 
He bums, he stiffens with collected ire, 

135 And his red eyeballs glare with living fire. 
Beneath a turret, on his shield redin'd. 
He stood, and question'd thus his mighty mind : 
" Where lies my way? To enter in the wall ? 
Honor and shame th' ungenerous thought recall : 

140 Shall proud Polydamas before the gate 
Proclaim his counsels are obey'd too late. 
Which timely foUow'd but the former night. 
What numbers had been sav'd by Hector's flight ? 
That wise advice rejected with disdain, 

145 1 feel my folly in my people slain. 

Methinks my suffering country's voice I hear. 
But most, her worthless sons insult my ear. 
On my rash courage charge the chance of war. 
And blame those virtues which they cannot share. 

150 No — if I e'er return, return I must 
Glorious, my country's terror laid in dust : 

121. Should'st thou. Note the rhetorical effect produced 
by the change of accent in the two words repeated. 
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Or if I perish, let her see my f aU 

In field at least, and fighting for her wall. 

And yet suppose these measures I forego, 
155 Approach unarm'd, and parley with the foe, 

The warrior-shield, the helm, and lance lay down, 

And treat on terms of peace to save the town : 

The wife withheld, the treasure ill-detain'd, 

(Cause of the war, and grievance of the land,) 
100 With honorable justice to restore ; 

And add half lUon's yet remaining store, 

Which Troy shall, sworn, produce; that injur'd 
Grreece 

May share our wealth, and leave our walls in peace. 

But why this thought ? unarm'd if I should go, 
i«5 What hope of mercy from this vengeful foe, 

But woman-like to fall, and fall without a blow? 

We greet not here, as man conversing man, 

Met at an oak, or journeying o'er a plain; 

No season now for calm, familiar talk, 
no Like youth and maidens in an evening walk : 

War is our business, but to whom is given 

To die or triumph, that determine heaven I " 

Thus pondering, like a god the Greek drew nigh : 

His dreadful plumage nodded from on high; 
175 The PeUan javelin, in his better hand, 

Shot trembling rays that glitter'd o'er the land ; 

And on his breast the beamy splendors shone 

Like Jove's own lightning, or the rising sun. 

As Hector sees, unusual terrors rise, 
180 Struck by some god, he fears, recedes, and flies : 

He leaves the gates, he leaves the walls behind ; 

Achilles follows like the winged wind. 

Thus at the panting dove the falcon flies ; 

(The swiftest racer of the liquid skies ;) 



66 POPE'S ILIAD, 

1S5 Just when he holds, or thinks he holds, his prey, 
Obliquely wheeling through th' aerial way. 
With open beak and shrilling cries he springs. 
And aims his claws, and shoots upon his wings : 
No less fore-right the rapid chase they held, 

190 One urg'd by fury, one by fear impell'd ; 

Now circling round the walls their course maintain, 
Where the high watch-tower overlooks the plain ; 
Now where the fig-trees spread their umbrage broad, 
(A wider compass,) smoke along the road. 

iM Next by Scamander's double source they bound. 
Where two f am'd fountains burst the parted ground : 
This hot through scorching clefts is seen to rise, 
With exhalations steaming to the skies ; 
That the green banks in summer's heat o'erflows, 

200 Like crystal clear, and cold as winter snows. 
Each gushing fount a marble cistern fills. 
Whose polish'd bed receives the falling rills ; 
Where Trojan dames (e'er yet alarm'd by Greece) 
Wash'd their fair garments in the days of peace. 

ao6 By these they pass'd, one chasing, one in flight ; 
(The mighty fled, pursued by stronger might ;) 
Swift was the course ; no vulgar prize they play. 
No vulgar victim must reward the day ; 
(Such as in races crown the speedy strife ;) 

no The prize contended was great Hector's life. 
As when some hero's funerals are decreed. 
In grateful honor of the mighty dead; 
Where high rewards the vigorous youth inflame, 
(Some golden tripod, or some lovely dame,) 

m The panting coursers swiftly turn the goal, 
And with them turns the rais'd spectator's soul : 
Thus three times round the Trojan wall they fly ; 

189. fore-right = forthright. 
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The gazing gods lean forward from the sky : 
To whom, while eager on the chase they look, 

»o The sire of mortals and immortals spoke : 

" Unworthy sight I the man, belov'd of heaven, 
Behold, inglorious round yon city driven ! 
My heart partakes the generous Hector's pain ; 
Hector, whose zeal whole hecatombs has slain, 

225 Whose grateful fumes the gods receiv'd with joy, 
From Ida's summits, and the towers of Troy : 
Now see him flying! to his fears resign'd. 
And Fate, and fierce Achilles, close behind. 
Consult, ye powers ('t is worthy your debate) 

290 Whether to snatch him from impending fate. 
Or let him bear, by stem Pelides slain, 
(Good as he is,) the lot impos'd on man ? " 
Then Pallas thus : ^^ Shall he whose vengeance 
forms 
The forky bolt, and blackens heaven with storms, 

2S5 Shall he prolong one Trojan's forfeit breath, 
A man, a mortal, pre-ordain'd to death ? 
And will no murmurs fill the courts above ? 
No gods indignant blame their partial Jove ? " 
" Go then," retum'd the sire, " without delay ; 

240 Exert thy will : I give the fates their way." 
Swift at the mandate pleas'd Tritonia flies, 
And stoops impetuous from the cleaving skies. 

As through the forest, o'er the vale and lawn. 
The well-breath'd beagle drives the flying fawn ; 

245 In vain he tries the covert of the brakes. 
Or deep beneath the trembling thicket shakes : 
Sure of the vapor in the tainted dews, 
The certain hound his various maze pursues : 
Thus step by step, where'er the Trojan wheel'd, 

245. he, t. e,f the fawn. 
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290 There swift Achilles compass'd round the field. 
Oft as to reach the Dardan gates he bends, 
And hopes th' assistance of his pitying friends, 
(Whose showering arrows, as he cours'd below, 
From the high turrets might oppress the foe,} 

266 So oft Achilles turns him to the plain : 
He eyes the city, but he eyes in vain. 
As men in slumbers seem with speedy pace 
One to pursue, and one to lead the chase, 
Their sinking limbs the fancied course forsake, 

2eo Nor this can fly, nor that can overtake : 
No less the laboring heroes pant and strain ; 
While that but flies, and this pursues, in vain. 
What god, O Muse ! assisted Hector's force. 
With Fate itself so long to hold the course ? 

266 Phoebus it was : who, in his latest hour. 

Endued his knees with strength, his nerves with 

power. 
And great Achilles, lest some Greek's advance 
Should snatch the glory from his lifted lance, 
Sign'd to the troops, to yield his foe the way, 

t70 And leave imtouch'd the honors of the day. 
Jove lifts the golden balances, that show 
The fates of mortal men, and things below : 
Here each contending hero's lot he tries, 
And weighs, with equal hand, their destinies. 

276 Low sinks the scale surcharg'd with Hector's fate ; 
Heavy with death it sinks, and hell receives the 

weight. 
Then Phoebus left him. Fierce Minerva flies 
To stem Pelides, and, triumphing, cries : 
" O lov'd of Jove I this day our labors cease, 

280 And conquest blazes with full beams on Greece. 
Great Hector falls ; that Hector fam'd so far. 
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Drunk with renown, insatiable of war, 

Falls by thy hand, and mine ! nor force nor flight 

Shall moi'e avail him, nor his god of light. 

»5 See, where in vain he supplicates above, 
BoU'd at the feet of unrelenting Jove ! 
Kest here : myself will lead the Trojan on, 
And urge to meet the fate he cannot shun." 
Her voice divine the chief with joyful mind 

290 Obey'd, and rested, on his lance reclined. 
While like Deiphobus the martial dame, 
(Her face, her gesture, and her arms, the same,) 
In show an aid, by hapless Hector's side 
Approach'd, and greets him thus with voice belied : 

295 " Too long, O Hector 1 have I borne the sight 
Of this distress, and sorrow'd in thy flight : 
It fits us now a noble stand to make. 
And here, as brothers, equal fates partake." 

Then he : ^' O prince I allied in blood and fame, 

900 Dearer than all that own a brother's name ; 
Of all that Hecuba to Priam bore. 
Long tried, long lov'd; much lov'd, but honor'd 

more ! 
Since you of all our numerous race alone 
Defend my life, regardless of your own." 

805 Again the goddess : ^^ Much my father's prayer, 
And much my mother's, press'd me to forbear : 
My friends embraced my knees, adjur'd my stay, 
But stronger love impell'd, and I obey. 
Come then, the glorious conflict let us try, 

no Let the steel sparkle and the javelin fly ; 
Or let us stretch Achilles on the field. 
Or to his arm our bloody trophies yield." 

Fraudf ul she said ; then swiftly march'd before ; 

291. Deiphobus. See Book XXIV. Hne 313. 
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The Dardan hero shuns his foe no more. 

m Sternly they met. The silence Hector broke ; 
His dreadful plumage nodded as he spoke : 

" Enough, O son of Peleus ! Troy has view'd 
Her walls thrice circled, and her chief pursued. 
But now some god within me bids me try 

S20 Thine, or my fate : I kill thee, or I die. 
Yet on the verge of battle let us stay, 
And for a moment's space suspend the day : 
Let heaven's high powers be call'd to arbitrate 
The just conditions of this stem debate : 

S25 (Eternal witnesses of all below. 

And faithful guardians of the treasured vow !) 
To them I swear : if, victor in the strife, 
Jove by these hands shall shed thy noble life, 
No vile dishonor shall thy corse pursue ; 

830 Stripp'd of its arms alone, (the conqueror's due,) 
The rest to Greece uninjur'd I'll restore : 
Now plight thy mutual oath, I ask no more." 
^^Talk not of oaths," the dreadful chief re- 
plies. 
While anger flash'd from his disdainful eyes, 

385 ^' Detested as thou art, and ought to be, 
Nor oath nor pact Achilles plights with thee ; 
Such pacts as lambs and rabid wolves combine, 
Such leagues as men and furious lions join, 
To such I call the gods ! one constant state 

840 Of lasting rancor and eternal hate : 

No thought but rage, and never-ceasing strife. 
Till death extinguish rage, and thought, and life. 
Kouse then thy forces this important hour. 
Collect thy soul, and call forth all thy power. 

845 No farther subterfuge, no farther chance ; 
'T is Pallas, Pallas gives thee to my lance* 
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Each Grecian ghost by thee depriv'd of breath, 
Now hovers round, and calls thee to thy death." 
He spoke, and launch'd his javelin at the foe ; 

S50 But Hector shunn'd the meditated blow : 

He stoop'd, while o'er his head the flying spear 
Sung innocent, and spent its force in air. 
Minerva watch'd it falling on the land. 
Then drew, and gave to great Achilles' hand, 

855 Unseen of Hector, who, elate with joy. 

Now shakes his lance, and braves the dread of Troy : 

" The life you boasted to that javelin given. 
Prince I you have miss'd. My fate depends on 

heaven. 
To thee (presumptuous as thou art) unknown 

880 Or what must prove my fortune, or thy own. 
Boasting is but an art, our fears to blind. 
And with false terrors sink another's mind. 
But know, whatever fate I am to try, 
By no dishonest wound shall Hector die ; 

865 1 shall not fall a fugitive at least. 

My soul shall bravely issue from my breast. 
But first, try thou my arm ; and may this dart 
End all my country's woes, deep buried in thy 
heart!" 
The weapon flew, its course unerring held ; 

870 Unerring, but the heavenly shield repell'd 
The mortal dart ; resulting with a bound 
Froifi off the ringing orb, it struck the ground. 
Hector beheld his javelin fall in vain. 
Nor other lance nor other hope remain ; 

ns He calls Deiphobus, demands a spear, 
In vain, for no Deiphobus was there. 
AU comfortless he stands : then, with a sigh, 
" 'T is so — heaven wills it, and my hour is nigh 1 
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I deem'd Deiphobus had heard my call, 

580 But he secure lies guarded in the wall. 
A god deceiv'd me ; Pallas, 't was thy deed : 
Death and black fate approach I 't is I must bleed: 
No refuge now, no succor from above, 
Grreat Jove deserts me, and the son of Jove, 

385 Propitious once, and kind ! Then welcome fate I 
'T is true I perish, yet I perish great : 
Yet in a mighty deed I shall expire. 
Let future ages hear it, and admire I " 

Fierce, at the word, his weighty sword he drew, 

390 And, all collected, on Achilles flew. 

So Jove's bold bird, high balanc'd in the air. 
Stoops from the clouds to truss the quivering hare. 
Nor less Achilles his fierce soul prepares ; 
Before his breast the flaming shield he bears, 

895 Refulgent orb I above his fourfold cone 
The gilded horse-hair sparkled in the sun. 
Nodding at every step, (Vulcanian frame !) 
And as he mov'd, his flgure seem'd on flame. 
As radiant Hesper shines with keener light, 

400 Far-beaming o'er the silver host of night. 
When all the starry train emblaze the sphere : 
So shone the point of great Achilles' spear. 
In his right hand he waves the weapon round. 
Eyes the whole man, and meditates the wound : 

405 But the rich mail Patroclus lately wore. 
Securely cased the warrior's body o'er. 
One place at length he spies, to let in fate. 
Where 'twixt the neck and throat the jointed plate 
Gave entrance : through that penetrable part 

410 Furious he drove the well-directed dart : 

Nor pierc'd the windpipe yet, nor took the power 

8d8. on flame. Compare onjire. 
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Of speech, unhappy ! from thy dying hour. 
Prone on the field the bleeding warrior lies, 
While thus, triumphing, stern Achilles cries : 

41A ^^ At last is Hector stretch'd upon the plain, 
Who f ear'd no vengeance for Patroclus slain : 
Then, prince I you should have f ear'd what now you 

feel; 
Achilles absent was Achilles still. 
Yet a short space the great avenger stay'd; 

420 Then low in dust thy strength and glory laid. 
Peaceful he sleeps, with all our rites adorn'd. 
For ever honor'd, and for ever moum'd : 
While, cast to all the rage of hostile power. 
Thee birds shall mangle, and the dogs devour." 

425 Then Hector, fainting at th' approach of death : 
^^ By thy own soul ! by those who gave thee breath ! 
By all the sacred prevalence of prayer ; 
Ah, leave me not for Grrecian dogs to tear I 
The common rites of sepulture bestow, 

430 To soothe a father's and a mother's woe ; 
Let their large gifts procure an urn at least. 
And Hector's ashes in his country rest." 

^' No, wretch accurs'd I " relentless he replies, 
(Flames, as he spoke, shot flashing from his eyes,) 

435 ^^ Not those who gave me breath should bid me spare, 
Nor all the sacred prevalence of prayer. 
Could I myself the bloody banquet join I 
No — to the dogs that carcass I resign. 
Should Troy to bribe me bring forth all her store, 

440 And, giving thousands, ofiPer thousands more ; 
Should Dardan Priam, and his weeping dame. 
Drain their whole realm to buy one funeral flame ; 
Their Hector on the pile they should not see, 
Nor rob the vultures of one limb of thee." ' 
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as Then thus the chief his dying accents drew : 
" Thy rage, implacable I too well I knew : 
The Faries that relentless breast have steel'd, 
And curs'd thee with a heart that cannot yield. 
Yet think, a day will come, when Fate's decree 

450 And angry gods shall wreak this wrong on thee ; 
Phoebus and Paris shall avenge my fate, 
And stretch thee here, before this Scaean gate." 
He ceas'd: the fates suppress'd his laboring 
breath. 
And his eyes stiffen'd at the hand of death ; 

«5 To the dark realm the spirit mngs its way, 
(The manly body left a load of clay,) 
And plaintive glides along the dreary coast, 
A naked, wandering, melancholy ghost ! 
Achilles, musing as he roll'd his eyes 

460 O'er the dead hero, thus (unheard) replies : 

" Die thou the first ! when Jove and heaven ordain, 
I follow thee." He said, and stripp'd the slain. 
Then, forcing backward from the gaping wound 
The reeking javelin, cast it on the ground. 

465 The thronging Greeks behold with wondering eyes, 
His manly beauty and superior size : 
While some, ignobler, the great dead deface 
With wounds ungenerous, or with taunts disgrace. 
"How changed that Hector! who, like Jove, of 
late 

470 Sent lightning on our fleets and scatter'd fate 1 " 
High o'er the slain the great Achilles stands, 
Begirt with heroes and surrounding bands ; 
And thus aloud, while all the host attends : 
" Princes and leaders ! countrymen and friends t 

475 Since now at length the powerful will of heaven 
The dire destroyer to our arm has given, 
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Is not Troy f all'u already ? Haste, ye powers ! 
See if already their deserted towers 
Are left unmann'd ; or if they yet retain 

480 The souls of heroes, their great Hector slain? 
But what is Troy, or glory what to me ? 
Or why reflects my mind on aught but thee, 
Divine Patroclus ! death has seal'd his eyes ; 
Unwept, unhonor'd, uninterr'd he lies ! 

485 Can his dear image from my soul depart, 
Long BB the vital spirit moves my heart ? 
If, in the melancholy shades below, 
The flames of friends and lovers cease to glow, 
Yet mine shall sacred last ; mine, undecay'd, 

490 Bum on through death, and animate my shade. 
Meanwhile, ye sons of Greece, in triumph bring 
The corse of Hector, and your Pseans sing. 
Be this the song, slow moving tow'rd the shore, 
* Hector is dead, and Bion is no more.' " 

495 Then his fell soul a thought of vengeance bred ; 
(Unworthy of himself, and of the dead ;) 
The nervous ancles bor'd, his feet he bound 
With thongs inserted through the double wound ; 
These fix'd up high behind the rolling wain, 

500 His graceful head was trail'd along the plain. 
Proud on his car th' insulting victor stood. 
And bore aloft his arms, distilling blood. 
He smites the steeds ; the rapid chariot flies ; 
The sudden clouds of circling dust arise. 

505 Now lost is aU that formidable air ; 

The face divine, and long-descending hair. 
Purple the ground, and streak the sable sand ; 
Def orm'd, dishonor'd, in his native land I 

496. A gloss of Pope's, interjecting modem comment. Homer 
simply said : " He devised an indignity for the divine Hector." 
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Given to the rage of an insulting throng 

ao And, in his parents' sight, now dragg'd along. 
The mother first beheld with sad survey ; 
She rent her tresses, venerably gray. 
And cast far ofiP the regal veils away. 
With piercing shrieks his bitter fate she moans, 

fii6 While the sad father answers groans with groans ; 
Tears after tears his mournful cheeks o'erflow, 
And the whole city wears one face of woe : 
No less than if the rage of hostile fires. 
From her foundations curUng to her spires, 

m O'er the proud citadel at length should rise, 
And the last blaze send Uion to the skies. 
The wretched monarch of the falling state, 
Distracted, presses to the Dardan gate : 
Scarce the whole people stop his desperate course, 

825 While strong affliction gives the feeble force : 
Grief tears his heart, and drives him to and fro. 
In all the raging impotence of woe. 
At length he roU'd in dust, and thus begun. 
Imploring all, and naming one by one : 

680 '^ Ah ! let me, let me go where sorrow calls ; 
I, only I, will issue from your walls, 
(Guide or companion, friends ! I ask ye none,) 
And bow before the murderer of my son; 
My grief perhaps his pity may engage ; 

585 Perhaps at least he may respect my age. 
He has a father too ; a man like me ; 
One not exempt from age and misery : 
(Vigorous no more, as when his young embrace 
Begot this pest of me, and all my race.) 

640 How many valiant sons, in early bloom, 

Has that curs'd hand sent headlong to the tomb I 
Thee, Hector ! last ; thy loss (divinely brave !) 
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Sinks my sad soul with sorrow to the grave. 
Oh had thy gentle spirit pass'd in peace, 

545 The son expiring in the sirens embrace, 
While both thy parents wept thy fatal hour, 
And, bending o'er thee, mix'd the tender shower I 
Some comfort that had been, some sad relief. 
To melt in full satiety of grief ! " 

560 Thus wail'd the father, grovelling on the ground. 
And all the eyes of Ilion streamed around. 

Amidst her matrons Hecuba appears : 
(A mourning princess, and a train in tears :) 
^^ Ah ! why has heaven prolong'd this hated breath, 

655 Patient of horrors, to behold thy death ? 
O Hector I late thy parents' pride and joy. 
The boast of nations ! the defence of Troy I 
To whom her safety and her fame she ow'd. 
Her chief, her hero, and almost her god ! 

560 O fatal change ! become in one sad day 
A senseless corse I inanimated clay ! " 

But not as yet the fatal news had spread 
To fair Andromache, of Hector dead ; 
As yet no messenger had told his fate, 

565 Nor e'en his stay without the Scaean gate. 
Far in the close recesses of the dome 
Pensive she plied the melancholy loom ; 
A growing work employ'd her secret hours, 
Conf us'dly gay with intermingled flowers. 

570 Her fair-hair'd handmaids heat the brazen urn. 
The bath preparing for her lord's return : 
In vain : alas ! her lord returns no more ! 
Unbathed he lies, and bleeds along the shore ! 
Now from the walls the clamors reach her ear 

544. peace. Again may be noted by the rhyme a pronuncia- 
tion which now WQuld be regarded as Hibernian. 
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575 And all her members shake with sudden fear ; 
Forth from her ivory hand the shuttle falls, 
As thus, astonish'd, to her maids she calls : 

" Ah, follow me I " she cried ; " what plaintive 
noise 
Invades my ear ? 'T is sure my mother's voice. 

560 My faltering knees their trembling frame desert, 
A pulse imusual flutters at my heart. 
Some strange disaster, some reverse of fate 
(Ye gods avert it !) threats the Trojan state. 
Far be the omen which my thoughts suggest ! 

585 But much I fear my Hector's dauntless breast 
Confronts Achilles ; chas'd along the plain. 
Shut from our walls ! I fear, I fear him slain I 
Safe in the crowd he ever scom'd to wait, 
And sought for glory in the jaws of fate : 

600 Perhaps that noble heat has cost his breath, 
Now quench'd for ever in the arms of death." 

She spoke ; and, furious, with distracted pace, 
Fears in her heart, and anguish in her face, 
Flies through the dome, (the maids her step pursue,) 

505 And mounts the walls, and sends around her view. 
Too soon her eyes the killing object found. 
The godlike Hector dragg'd along the ground. 
A sudden darkness shades her swimming eyes : 
She faints, she falls ; her breath, her color flies. 

600 Her hair's fair ornaments, the braids that bound. 
The net that held them, and the wreath that crown'd. 
The veil and diadem, flew far away ; 
(The gift of Venus on her bridal day.) 
Around, a train of weeping sisters stands, 

605 To raise her sinking with assistant hands. 

580. desert and deserve were pronoanced by Pope desart and 
desarve. So also servant. 
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Scarce from the verge of death recall'd, again 
She faints, or but recovers to complain : 

" O wretched husband of a wretched wife ! 
Bom with one fate, to one unhappy life I 

«io For sure one star its baneful beam displayed 
On Priam's roof and Hippoplacia's shade. 
From difiPerent parents, different climes, we came, 
At difiPerent periods, yet our fate the same I 
Why was my birth to great Eetion ow'd, 

eu And why was all that tender care bestow'd ? 
Would I had never been ! — O thou, the ghost 
Of my dead husband I miserably lost I 
Thou to the dismal realms for ever gone I 
And I abandon'd, desolate, alone I 

620 An only child, once comfort of my pains. 
Sad product now of hapless love, remains I 
No more to smile upon his sire I no friend 
To help him now I no father to defend I 
For should he 'scape the sword, the common doom, 

03S What wrongs attend him, and what griefs to come I 
E'en from his own paternal roof expell'd. 
Some stranger ploughs his patrimonial field. 
The day that to the shades the father sends, 
Kobs the sad orphan of his father's friends : 

690 He, wretched outcast of mankind I appears 
For ever sad, for ever bath'd in tears ; 
Amongst the happy, unregarded he 
Hangs on the robe or trembles at the knee ; 
While those his father's former bounty fed, 

635 Nor reach the goblet, nor divide the bread : 
The kindest but bis present wants allay. 
To leave him wretched the succeeding day. 

611. Hippoplacia, a city of Mysia, was the birthplace of 
Andromache. 
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Frugal compassion I Heedless, they who boast 
Both parents still, nor feel what he has lost, 

640 Shall cry, Begone I thy father feasts not here : 
The wretch obeys, retiring with a tear. 
Thus wretched, thus retiring all in tears, 
To my sad soul Astyanax appears ! 
Forced by repeated insults to return, 

646 And to his widow'd mother vainly mourn, 
He who, with tender delicacy bred, 
With princes sported, and on dainties fed. 
And, when still evening gave him up to rest, 
Sunk soft in down upon the nurse's breast, 

650 Must — ah what must he not ? Whom Ilion calls 
Astyanax, from her well-guarded walls. 
Is now that name no more, unhappy boy I 
Since now no more thy father guards his Troy. 
But thou, my Hector ! liest expos'd in air, 

655 Far from thy parents' and thy consort's care, 
Whose hand in vain, directed by her love. 
The martial scarf and robe of triumph wove. 
Now to devouring flames be these a prey, 
Useless to thee, from this accursed day I 

660 Yet let the sacrifice at least be paid. 
And honor to the living, not the dead ! " 

So spake the mournful dame : her matrons hear, 
Sigh back her sighs, and answer tear with tear. 
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THE BEDEMFTION OF THE BODY OF HECTOB. 

Now from the finish'd games the Grecian band 
Seek their black ships, and clear the crowded strand : 
All stretch'd at ease the genial banquet share, 
And pleasing slumbers quiet all their care. 
5 Not so Achilles : he, to grief resign'd, 
His friend's dear image present to his mind. 
Takes his sad couch, more unobserv'd to weep. 
Nor tastes' the gifts of all-composing sleep; 
Bestless he roll'd around his weary bed, 

10 And all his soul on his Patroclus fed : 
The form so pleasing, and the heart so kind, 
That youthful vigor, and that manly mind, 
What toils they shar'd, what martial works they 

wrought. 
What seas they measur'd, and what fields they 
fought ; 

15 AU pass'd before him in remembrance dear. 
Thought follows thought, and tear succeeds to tear. 
And now supine, now prone, the hero lay. 
Now shifts his side, impatient for the day ; 
Then starting up, disconsolate he goes 

20 Wide on the lonely beach to vent his woes. 

Book XXIV. The time of twelve days is employed in this 
book while the body of Hector lies in the tent of Achilles, and 
as many more are spent in the truce allowed for his interment. 
The scene is partly in Achilles' camp, and partly in Troy. 
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There as the soUtary mourner raves. 
The ruddy morning rises o'er the waves : 
Soon as it rose, his furious steeds he join'd ; 
The chariot flies, and Hector trails behind. 

25 And thrice, Patroclus ! round thy monument 
Was Hector dragg'd, then hurried to the tent. 
There sleep at last o'ercomes the hero's eyes ; 
While foul in dust th' unhonor'd carcass lies, 
But not deserted by the pitying skies. 

80 For Phoebus watch'd it with superior care, 
Preserv'd from gaping wounds, and tainting air ; 
And, ignominious as it swept the field. 
Spread o'er the sacred corse his golden shield. 
All heaven was mov'd, and Hermes will'd to go 

ss By stealth to snatch him from th' insulting foe : 
But Neptune this, and Pallas this denid^. 
And th' unrelenting empress of the skies : 
E'er since that day implacable to Troy, 
What time young Paris, simple shepherd boy, 

40 Won by destructive lust (reward obscene) 
Their charms rejected for the Cyprian queen. 
But when the tenth celestial morning broke, 
To heaven assembled, thus Apollo spoke : 
" Unpitying powers ! how oft each holy fane 

45 Has Hector ting'd with blood of victims slain? 
And can ye still his cold remains pursue ? 
Still grudge his body to the Trojans' view ? 
Deny to consort, mother, son, and sire, 
The last sad honors of a funeral fire ? 

60 Is then the dire Achilles all your care ? 
That iron heart, inflexibly severe ; 
A lion, not a man, who slaughters wide 
In strength of rage and impotence of pride, 

41. See the Story of the Iliad. 
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Who hastes to murder with a savage joy, 

65 Invades around, and breathes but to destroy. 
Shame is not of his soul ; nor understood, 
The greatest evil and the greatest good. 
Still for one loss he rages unresign'd, 
Eepugnant to the lot of all mankind; 

60 To lose a friend, a brother, or a son. 
Heaven dooms each mortal, and its will is done : 
Awhile they sorrow, then dismiss their care ; 
Fate gives the wound, and man is born to bear. 
But this insatiate the commission given 

65 By fate exceeds, and tempts the wrath of heaven : 
Lo how his rage dishonest drags along 
Hector's dead earth, insensible of wrong ! 
Brave though he be, yet by no reason aw'd, 
He violates the laws of man and God I " 

70 ^' If equal honors by the partial skies 
Are doom'd both heroes," Juno thus replies, 
" If Thetis' son must no distinction know. 
Then hear, ye gods ! the patron of the bow. 
But Hector only boasts a mortal claim, 

75 His birth deriving from a mortal dame : 
Achilles of your own ethereal race 
Springs from a goddess, by a man's embrace : 
(A goddess by ourself to Peleus given, 
A man divine, and chosen friend of heaven : ) 

80 To grace those nuptials, from the bright abode 
Yourselves were present ; where this minstrel-god 
(Well-pleas'd to share the feast) amid the quire 
Stood proud to hymn, and tune his youthful lyre." 

67. Cowper explains this passage by saying that " shame is 
man's blessing or his curse : his blessing if he is properly in- 
fluenced by it ; his curs© in its consequences, if he is deaf to its 
dictates." 
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Then thus the Thunderer checks the imperial 
dame: 

85 ^^ Let not thy wrath the court of heaven inflame : 
Their merits, nor their honors, are the same. 
But mine, and every god's peculiar grace 
Hector deserves, of aU the Trojan race : 
StiU on our shrines his grateful offerings lay, 

M (The only honors men to gods can pay,) 
Nor ever from our smoking altar ceas'd 
The pure libation, and the holy feast. 
Howe'er, by stealth to snatch the corse away, 
We will not : Thetis guards it night and day. 

05 But haste, and summon to our courts above 
The azure queen : let her persuasion move 
Her furious son from Priam to receive 
The proffer'd ransom, and the corse to leave." 
He added not : and Iris from the skies, 

100 Swift as a whirlwind, on the message flies ; 
Meteorous the face of ocean sweeps, 
Eefulgent gliding o'er the sable deeps. 
Between where Samos wide his forests spreads, 
And rocky Imbrus lifts its pointed heads, 

losDown plung'd the maid; (the parted waves 
resound ;} 
She plung'd, and instant shot the dark profound. 
As, bearing death in the fallacious bait. 
From the bent angle sinks the leaden weight ; 
So pass'd the goddess through the closing wave, 

uo Where Thetis sorrowed in her secret cave : 
There plac'd amidst her melancholy train 
(The blue-hair'd sisters of the sacred main) 
Pensive she sat, revolving fates to come, 
And wept her godlike son's approaching doom. 

U5 Then thus the goddess of the painted bow : 
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" Arise, O Thetis ! from thy seats below ; 
'Tis Jove that calls." "And why," the dame re- 
plies, 
" Calls Jove his Thetis to the hated skies ? 
Sad object as I am for heavenly sight ! 

120 Ah I may my sorrows ever shun the light ! 
Howe'er, be heaven's almighty sire obey'd : " 
She spake, and veil'd her head in sable shade, 
Which, flowing long, her graceful person clad ; 
And forth she paced majestically sad. 

125 Then through the world of waters they repair 
(The way fair Iris led) to upper air. 
The deeps dividing, o'er the coast they rise, 
And touch with momentary flight the skies. 
There in the lightning's blaze the sire they found, 

m And aU the gods in shining synod round. 
Thetis approach'd with anguish in her face, 
(Minerva rising gave the mourner place,) 
E'en Juno sought her sorrows to console. 
And offer'd from her hand the nectar bowl : ■ 

185 She tasted, and resign'd it : 'then began 
The sacred sire of gods and mortal man : 

" Thou com'st, fair Thetis, but with grief o'ercast, 
Maternal sorrows, long, ah long to last I 
Suffice, we know, and we partake, thy cares : 

140 But yield to fate, and hear what Jove declares. 
Nine days are past, since all the court above 
In Hector's cause have mov'd the ear of Jove ; 
'T was voted, Hermes from his godlike foe ' 
By stealth should bear him, but we will'd not so .* 

us We will, thy son. himself the corse restore. 
And to his conquest add this glory more. 
Then hie thee to him, and our mandate bear ; 
Tell him he tempts the wrath of heaven too far : 
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Nor let him more (our anger if he dread) 
uo Vent his sad vengeance on the sacred dead : 

But yield to ransom and the father's prayer. 

The mournful father Iris shall prepare, 

With gifts to sue, and offer to his hands 

Whate'er his honor asks or heart demands." 
U5 His word the silver-footed queen attends, 

And from Olympus' snowy tops descends. 

Arriv'd, she heard the voice of loud lament. 

And echoing groans that shook the lofty tent. 

His friends prepare the victim, and dispose 
160 Repast unheeded, while he vents his woes. 

The goddess seats her by her pensive son ; 

She press'd his hand, and tender thus begun : 
" How long, imhappy 1 shall thy sorrows flow? 

And thy heart waste with life-consuming woe ? 
16S Mindless of food, or love, whose pleasing reign 

Soothes weary life, and softens hmnan pain. 

Oh snatch the moments yet within thy power ; 

Not long to live, indulge the amorous hour I 

Lo! Jove himself (for Jove's command I bear) 
170 Forbids to tempt the wrath of heaven too far. 

No longer then (his fury if thou dread) 

Detain the relics of great Hector dead ; 

Nor vent on senseless earth thy vengeance vain, 

But yield to ransom, and restore the slain." 
175 To whom Achilles : " Be the ransom given, 

And we submit, since such the will of heaven." 
While thus they commun'd, from th' Olympian 
bowers 

Jove orders Iris to the Trojan towers : 

^' Haste, winged goddess, to the sacred town, 
180 And urge her monarch to redeem his son ; 

Alone the Bian ramparts let him leave, 
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And bear what stem Achilles may receive : 
Alone, for so we will : no Trojan near ; 
Except, to place the dead with decent care, 

185 Some aged herald, who, with gentle hand. 
May the slow mules and funeral car command. 
Nor let him death, nor let him danger dread. 
Safe through the foe by our protection led : 
Him Hermes to Achilles shall convey, 

190 Guard of his life, and partner of his way. 
Fierce as he is, Achilles' self shall spare 
His age, nor touch one venerable hair : 
Some thought there must be in a soul so brave, 
Some sense of duty, some desire to save." 

195 Then down her bow the winged Iris drives, 
And swift at Priam's mournful court arrives : 
Where the sad sons beside their father's throne 
Sat bathed in tears, and answered groan with groan. 
And all amidst them lay the hoary sire, 

200 (Sad scene of woe I) his face, his wrapp'd attire 
Conceal'd from sight ; with frantic hands he spread 
A shower of ashes o'er his neck and head. 
From room to room his pensive daughters roam : 
Whose shrieks and clamors fill the vaulted dome ; 

»5 Mindful of those who, late their pride and joy. 
Lie pale and breathless round the fields of Troy I 
Before the king Jove's messenger appears. 
And thus in whispers greets his trembling ears : 
" Fear not, O father ! no ill news I bear ; 

210 From Jove I come, Jove makes thee still his care ; 
For Hector's sake these walls he bids thee leave, 
And bear what stem Achilles may receive : 
Alone, for so he wills : no Trojan near. 
Except, to place the dead with decent care, 

216 Some aged herald, who, with gentle hand, 
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May the slow mules and funeral car command. 
Nor shalt thou death, nor shalt thou danger dread. 
Safe through the foe by his protection led : 
Thee Hermes to Pelides shall convey, 

220 Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way. 
Fierce as he is, Achilles' self shall spare 
Thy age, nor touch one venerable hair : 
Some thought there must be in a soul so brave. 
Some sense of duty, some desire to save." 

225 She spoke, and vanish'd. Priam bids prepare 
His gentle mules, and harness to the car ; 
There, for the gifts, a polish'd casket lay : 
His pious sons the king's commands obey. 
Then passed the monarch to his bridal-room, 

280 Where cedar-beams the lofty roofs perfume. 
And where the treasures of his empire lay ; 
Then call'd his queen, and thus began to say : 

" Unhappy consort of a king distress'd ! 
Partake the troubles of thy husband's breast : 

235 1 saw descend the messenger of Jqvc, 
Who bids me try Achilles' mind to move. 
Forsake these ramparts, and with gifts obtain 
The corse of Hector, at yon navy slain. 
Tell me thy thought : my heart impels to go 

f4o Through hostile camps, and bears me to the foe." 
The hoary monarch thus : her piercing cries 
Sad Hecuba renews, and then replies : 
" Ah I whither wanders thy distemper'd mind ; 
And where the prudence now that awed mankind, 

245 Through Phrygia once, and foreign regions known ? 
Now all conf us'd, distracted, overthrown ! 
Singly to pass through hosts of foes ! to face 
(Oh heart of steel !) the murderer of thy race ! 
To view that deathful eye, and wander o'er ^ 
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150 Those hands, yet red with Hector's noble gore ! 
Alas ! my lord ! he knows not how to spare, 
And what his mercy, thy slain sons declare ; 
So brave ! so many f all'n ! to calm his ra&:e 
Vain were thy dimity, and vain thy age 

255 No — pent in this sad palace, let us give 
To grief the wretched days we have to live. 
Still, still, for Hector let our sorrows flow. 
Bom to his own, and to his parents' woe ! ' 

Doom'd from the hour his luckless life begun, 

260 To dogs, to vultures, and to Peleus' son I 
Oh ! in his dearest blood might I allay 
My rage, and these barbarities repay I 
For ah I could Hector merit thus ? whose breath 
Expir'd not meanly, in inactive death : 

265 He pour'd his latest blood in manly fight, 
And fell a hero in his country's right." 

" Seek not to stay me, nor my soul affright 
With words of omen, like a bird of night," 
Seplied unmov'd the venerable man : 

^0 ^^ ' T is heaven commands me, and you urge in vain. 
Had any mortal voice th' injunction laid. 
Nor augur, priest, nor seer had been obey'd. 
A present goddess brought the high command : 
I saw, I heard her, and the word shall stand. 

275 1 go, ye gods ! obedient to your call : 

If in yon camp your powers have doom'd my fall, 
Content : by the same hand let me expire ! 
Add to the slaughter'd son the wretched sire ! 
One cold embrace at least may be allow'd, 

ISO And my last tears flow mingled with his blood ! " 
Forth from his open'd stores, this said, he drew 
Twelve costly carpets of refulgent hue ; 
As many vests, as many mantles told, 
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And twelve fair veils, and garments stiff with gold ; 

S85 Two tripods next, and twice two chargers shine, 
With ten pure talents from the richest mine ; 
And last a large, well-labor'd bowl had place, 
(The pledge of treaties once with friendly Thrace ;) 
Seem'd all too mean the stores he could employ, 

290 For one last look to buy him back to Troy ! 
Lo ! the sad father, frantic with his pain, 
Around him furious drives his menial train : 
In vain each slave with duteous care attends. 
Each office hurts him, and each face offends. 

295 " What make ye here, officious crowds 1 " he cries ; 
" Hence, nor obtrude your anguish on my eyes. 
Have ye no griefs at home, to fix ye there ? 
Am I the only object of despair ? 
Am I become my people's common show, 

aoo Set up by Jove your spectacle of woe ? 

No, you must feel him too : yourselves must fall ; 
The same stem god to ruin gives you all : 
Nor is great Hector lost by me alone : 
Your sole defence, your guardian power, is gone I 

MB I see your blood the fields of Phrygia drown ; 
I see the ruins of your smoking town ! 
Oh send me, gods, ere that sad day shall come, 
A willing ghost to Pluto's dreary dome ! " 
He said, and feebly drives his friends away : 

ao The sorrowing friends his frantic rage obey. 
Next on his sons his erring fury falls, 
Folites, Paris, Agathon, he calls ; 
His threats Deiphobus and Dius hear, 
Hippothoiis, Pammon, Helenus the seer, 

115 And generous Antiphon ; for yet these nine 

Surviv'd, sad relics of his numerous line : 

*^ Inglorious sons of an unhappy sire I 
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Why did not all in Hector's cause expire ? 
Wretch that I am ! my bravest offspring slain, 

no You, the disgrace of Priam's house, remain I 
Mestor the brave, renown'd in ranks of war, 
With Troilus, dreadful on his rushing car. 
And last great Hector, more than man divine, 
For sure he seem'd not of terrestrial line I 

825 All those relentless Mars untimely slew. 
And left me these, a soft and servile crew. 
Whose days the feast and wanton dance employ, 
Gluttons and flatterers, the contempt of Troy I 
Why teach ye not my rapid wheels to run, 

«o And speed my journey to redeem my son ? " 
The sons their father's wretched age revere. 
Forgive his anger, and produce the car. 
High on the seat the cabinet they bind : 
The new-made car with solid beauty shin'd : 

9» Box was the yoke, emboss'd with costly pains, 
And hung with ringlets to receive the reins : 
Nine cubits long, the traces swept the ground ; 
These to the chariot's polish'd pole they bound. 
Then fix'd a ring the running reins to guide, 

MO And, close beneath, the gather'd ends were tied. 
Next with the gifts (the price of Hector slain) 
The sad attendants load the groaning wain : 
Last to the yoke the well-match'd mules they bring, 
(The gift of Mysia to the Trojan king.) 

MS But the fair horses, long his darling care. 
Himself receiv'd, and hamess'd to his car : 
Griev'd as he was, he not this task denied ; 
The hoary herald help'd him^ at his side. 
While careful these the gentle coursers join'd, 

160 Sad Hecuba approach'd with anxious mind; 

335. Box := of boxwood. 
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A golden bowl, diat f oam'd with fcagirwt vdo^ 
(Libation destin'd to the power divine,) 
Held in her right, before the steeds she standee 
And thus consigns it to the monarch's hands : 

i» ^^ Take this, and pour to Jove ; that, safe from 
harms, 
His grace restore thee to our roof and arms. 
Since, victor of thy fears, and slighting mine, 
Heayen, or thy soul, inspire this bold design. 
Pray to that god who, high on Ida's brow, 

aso Surveys thy desolated realms below. 
His winged messenger to send from high. 
And lead the way with heavenly augury : 
Let the strong sovereign of the plumy race 
Tower on the right of yon ethereal space. 

965 That sign beheld, and strengthen'd from above. 
Boldly, pursue the journey mark'd by Jove ; 
But if the god his augury denies. 
Suppress thy impulse, nor reject advice." 
'^ 'T is just," said Priam, '^ to the sire above 

ro Ta raise our hands ; for who so good as Jove ? " 
He spoke, and bade th' attendant handmaid bring 
The purest water of the living spring ; 
(Her ready hands the ewer and basin held ;) 
Then took the golden cup his queen had fill'd.; 

«5 On the mid pavement pours the rosy wine^ 
Uplifts bis eyes, and calls the power divine : 

^' O first and greatest ! heaven's in^perial Iprd I 
On lo% Ida's holy hill ador'd I 
To stern Achilles now direct my ways, 

180 And teach him mercy when a father prays. 
If such thy will, despatch from yonder sky 
Thy sacred bird, celestial augury I 
Let the strong sovereign of the plumy race 
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Tower on the right of yon ethereal spaoe : 
385 So shall thy suppliant, strengthen'd from above, 

Fearless pursue the journey mark'd by Jove." 
Jove heard his prayer, and from the throne on 
high 

Defi^atch'd his bird, celestial augury ! 

The swift-wing'd chaser of the feather'd game, 
990 And known to gods by Percnos' lofty name. 

Wide as appears some pajace-gate displayd, 

So broad his pinions stretch'd his ample shade^ 

As, stooping dexter with resounding wings, 

Th' imperial bird descends in airy rings. 
305 A dawn of joy in every face appears ; 

The mourning matron dries her timorous tears. 

Swift on his car th' impatient monarch sprung ; 

The brazen portal in his passage rung. 

The mules preceding draw the loaded wain, 
400 Charged with the gifts ; Idaeus holds the rein : 

The king himself his gentle steeds controls, 

And through surrounding friends the chariot rolls : 

On hi« slow wheels the following people wait, 

Mourn at each step, and give him up to fate ; 
405 With hands uplifted, eye him as he pass'd. 

And gaze upon him as they gaz'd their last. 
Now forward fares the father on his way. 

Through the lone fields, and back to Ilion they. 

Great Jove beheld him as he cross'd the plain, 
410 And felt the woes of miserable man. 

Then thus to Hermes : '^ Thou, whose constant cares 

Still succor mortals, and attend their prayers ! 

Behold an object to thy charge consign'd ; 

390. Pope so read Homer, but the word which he mistook for 
a proper name merely means dark-colored. 
406. as^^asif. 
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If ever pity touch'd thee for mankind, 

4Vi Go, guard the sire ; th' observing foe prevent, 
And safe conduct him to Achilles' tent." 

The god obeys, his golden pinions binds. 
And mounts incumbent on the wings of winds. 
That high through fields of air his flight sustain, 

420 O'er the wide earth, and o'er the boundless main : 
Then grasps the wand that causes sleep to fly, 
Or in soft slumbers seals the wakeful eye : 
Thus arm'd, swift Hermes steers his airy way. 
And stoops on Hellespont's resounding sea. 

435 A beauteous youth, majestic and divine. 

He seem'd ; fair offspring of some princely line I 
Now twilight veil'd the glaring face of day, 
And clad the dusky fields in sober gray ; 
What time the herald and the hoary kine, 

«. Their chariot stopping at the sUver spriij. 
That circling Hus' ancient marble flows, 
Allow'd their mules and steeds a short repose. 
Through the dim shade the herald first espies 
A man's approach, and thus to Priam cries : 

4S5 ^^ I mark some foe's advance : O king ! beware ; 
This hard adventure claims thy utmost care ; 
For much I fear destruction hovers nigh : 
Our state asks counsel. Is it best to fly ? 
Or, old and helpless, at his feet to fall, 

440 (Two wretched suppliants,) and for mercy call ? 
Th' afflicted monarch shiver'd with despair ; 
Pale grew his face, and upright stood his hair ; 
Sunk was his heart ; his color went and came ; 
A sudden trembling shook his aged frame : 

44S When Hermes, greeting, touch'd his royal hand. 
And, gentle, thus accosts with kind demand : 

424. sea. See note on Book I. line 645. 
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" Say whither, father ! when each mortal sight 
Is seal'd in sleep, thou wander'st through the night? 
Why roam thy mules and steeds the plains along, 

450 Through Grecian foes, so numerous and so strong? 
What couldst thou hope, shouldst these thy treas- 
ures view: 
These, who with endless hate thy race pursue ? 
For what defence, alas I couldst thou provide ? 
Thyself not young, a weak old man thy guide. 

455 Yet suffer not thy soul to sink with dread ; 

From me no harm shall touch thy reverend head : 
From Greece I '11 guard thee too ; for in those lines 
The living image of my father shines." 

" Thy words, that speak benevolence of mind, 

480 Are true, my son ! " the godlike sire rejoin'd : 
" Great are my hazards ; but the gods survey 
My steps and send thee, guardian of my way. 
Hail ! and be blest ; for scarce of mortal kind 
Appear thy form, thy feature, and thy mind." 

465 " Nor true are all thy words, nor erring wide," 
The sacred messenger of heaven replied : 
" But say, convey'st thou through the lonely plains 
What yet most precious of thy store remains. 
To lodge in safety with some friendly hand? 

470 Prepared perchance to leave thy native land ? 
Or fly'st thou now ? What hopes can Troy retain, 
Thy matchless son, her guard and glory, slain ? " 
The king, alarm'd : " Say what, and whence thou 
art; 
Who search the sorrows of a parent's heart, 

476 And know so well how godlike Hector died ? " 
Thus Priam spoke, and Hermes thus replied : 

'^ You tempt me, father, and with pity touch : 
On this sad subject you inquire too much. 
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Oft have these eyes the godlike Hector view'd 

<80 In glorious fight, with Grecian blood imbrued : 
I saw him when, like Jove, his flames he toss'd 
On thousand ships, and wither'd half a host : 
I saw, but help'd not, stern Achilles' ire 
Forbade assistance, and enjoy'd the fire. 

485 For him I serve, of Myrmidonian race ; 
One ship convey'd us from our native place ; 
Polyctor is my sire, an honor'd name. 
Old, like thyself, and not unknown to fame ; 
Of seven his sons, by whom the lot was cast 

«o To serve our prince, it fell on me the last. 
To watch this quarter my adventure falls ; 
For with the mom the Greeks attack your walls ; 
Sleepless they sit, impatient to engage. 
And scarce their rulers check their martial rage." 

m " If then thou art of stern Pelides' train," 
The mournful monarch thus rejoin'd again, 
^^ Ah, tell me truly, where, oh ! where are laid 
My son's dear relics ? what befalls him dead ? 
Have dogs dismember'd on the naked plains, 

500 Or yet unmangled rest his cold remains ? " 

^' O f avor'd of the skies ! " thus answer'd iheh 
The power that mediates between gods and men, 
" Nor dogs, nor vultures, have thy Hector rent^ 
But whote he lies, neglected in the tent : 

606 This the twelfth evening since he rested there, 
Untouch'd by worms, untainted by the air. 
Still as Aurora's ruddy beam is spread; 
Bound his friend's tomb Achilles drags the dead ; 
Yet undisfigur'd, or in limb or face, 

610 All fresh he lies, with every living grace, 

502. Hermes, or the Interpreter. The meaning ^reappears in 
the scholastic word '* hermenentios." 
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Majestioal in death I No stains are foimol 

O'er all the corse, and closed is every wound ; 

Though many a wound they gave. Some heavenly 
care, 

Some hand divine, preserves him ever fair : 
n» Or all the host of heaven, to whom he led 

A life so giuteful, still regard him dead." 
Thus spoke to Priam the celestial guide^ 

And joyful thus the royal sire replied : 

^^ Bless'd is the man who pays the gods above 
no The constant tribute of respect and love I 

Those who inhabit the Olympian bower 

My son forgot not, in exalted power ; 

And Heaven, that every virtue bears in mind. 

E'en to the ashes of the just is kind. 
as5 But thou, O generous youth ! this goblet take, 

A pledge of gratitude for Hector's sake; 

And while the favoring gods our steps survey, 

Safe to Pelides' tent conduct my way." 

To whom the latent god : '^ O king, forbear 
tto To te!mpt my youth, for apt is youth to err : 

But can I, absent from my prince's sight. 

Take gifts in secret, that must shun the light? 

What from our master's interest thus we draw 

Is but a licens'd theft that 'scapes the law. 
535 Respecting him, my soul abjures th' offence ; 

And, as the crime, I dread the consequence. 

Thee, far as Argos, pleas'd I could convey ; 

Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way : 

On thee attend, thy safety to maintain, 
140 O'er pathless forests, or the roaring main." 
He said, then took the chariot at a bound. 

And snatch'd the reins, and whirl'd the lash around: 

Before th' inspiring god that ui^ed them on 
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The coursers fly, with spirit not their own. 

645 And now they reach'd the naval walls, and found 
The guards repasting, while the bowls go round : 
On these the virtue of his wand he tries, 
And pours deep slumber on their watchful eyes : 
Then heav'd the massy gates, remov'd the bars, 

560 And o'er the trenches led the rolling cars. 
Unseen, through all the hostile camp they went, 
And now approach'd Pelides' lofty tent. 
Of fir the roof was raised, and cover'd o'er 
With reeds collected from the marshy shore ; 

865 And, fenced with palisades, a hall of state, 
(The work of soldiers,) where the hero sat. 
Large was the door, whose well-compacted strength 
A solid pine-tree barr'd of wondrous length ; 
Scarce three strong Greeks could lift its mighty 
weight, 

MO But great Achilles singly closed the gate. 

This Hermes (such the power of gods) set wide ; 
Then swift alighted the celestial guide. 
And thus, reveal'd : '' Hear, prince ! and understand 
Thou ow'st thy guidance to no mortal hand ; 

865 Hermes I am, descended from above. 
The king of arts, the messenger of Jove. 
Farewell : to shun Achilles' sight I fly ; 
Uncommon are such favors of the sky. 
Nor stand confess'd to frail mortality. 

WO Now fearless enter, and prefer thy prayers ; 
Adjure him by his father's silver hairs. 
His son, his mother ! urge him to bestow 
Whatever pity that stem heart can know." 
Thus having said, he vanish'd from his eyes, 

545. naval. See line 238. The meaning in both places 
geems to be the place of the Grecian ships. 
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575 And in a moment shot into the skies : 

The king, confirm'd from heaven, alighted there, 

And left his aged herald on the ear. 

With solemn pace through various rooms he went, 

And found Achilles in his inner tent : 
680 There sat the hero ; Alcimus the brave, 

And great Automedon, attendance gave ; 

These served his person at the royal feast ; 

Around, at awful distance, stood the rest. 
Unseen by these, the king his entry made ; 
585 And, prostrate now before Achilles laid. 

Sudden (a venerable sight !) appears ; 

Embrac'd his knees, and bath'd his hands in tears ; 

Those direful hands his kisses press'd, imbrued 

E'en with the best, the dearest of his blood ! 
680 As when a wretch (who, conscious of his crime. 

Pursued for murder, flies his native clime) 

Just gains some frontier, breathless, pale, amaz'd I 

All gaze, all wonder : thus Achilles gaz'd : 

Thus stood th' attendants stupid with surprise : 
505 All mute, yet seem'd to question with their eyes : 

Each look'd on other, none the silence broke. 

Till thus at last the kingly suppliant spoke : 
" Ah think, thou f avor'd of the powers divine I 

Think of thy father's age, and pity mine ! 
600 In me, that father's reverend image trace, 

Those silver hairs, that venerable face ; 

His trembling limbs, his helpless person, see ! 

In all my equal, but in misery I 

Yet now, perhaps, some turn of human fate 
105 Expels him helpless from his peaceful state ; 

Think, from some powerful foe thou see'st him fly, 

And beg protection with a feeble cry. 

Tet still one comfort in his soul may rise ; 
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He hears his son still lives to glad bis eyes;. 

fiio Attd^ hearing, still may hope a better day 
May send him thee, to chase that foe tiw&y. 
No comfort to my griefs, tio hopes remain, 
The best, the bravest of my sons are sfatin ! 
Yet what a race I ere Greece to Ilion csdne, 

«i5 The pledge of many a lov'd and loving dame I 
Nineteen one mother bore — dead, all are ddftd t 
How oft, alas I has Wretched Priam bled t 
Still one was left, their loss to recompense ; 
His father's hope, hi^s country'i^ laisPb dc^tenoe. 

a2o Him too thy rage has slain ! beneath thy steely 
Unhappy, in his country^s cause, he fell ! 
For him through hostile camps I bent my ^^y^ 
For him thus prostrate at thy feet I lay % 
Large gifts, proportion'd to tliy wrath, I bear : 

625 Oh, hear the wretched, and the gods revere 1 
Think of thy father, and this face behold 1 
See him in me, as helpless and as old ; 
Though not so wretched : the^ he yields to tb^ 
The first of men in sovereign misery. 

630 Thus forced to Icneel, thus grovelling to embra^ 
The scourge and ruin of my realm and race : 
Suppliant my children's murderer to implore, 
And kiss those hands yet reeking with their gore ! ^ 
These Words soft pity in the chief inspire, 

685 Touch'd with the dear remembrance of his sire. 
Then with his hand (as prostrate still he lay) 
The old man's cheek he gently tum'd away. 
Now each by turns itidulged the gush of woe ; 
And now the mingled tides together flow : 

640 This low on earth, that gently bending o*er, 
A father one, and one It son deplore : 
But gi^eat Achilles different passions reml^ 
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And now his sire he mourns, and now his friend. 

Th' infectious softness through the heroes ran ; 
M5 One universal solemn shower began ; 

They bore as heroes, but they felt as man. 
Satiate at length with unavailing woes, 

From the high throne divine Achilles rose ; 

The reverend monarch by the hand he rais'd ; 
650 On his white beard and form majestic gaz'd, 

Not unrelenting : then serene began 

With words to soothe the miserable man : 

^' Alas I what weight of anguish hast thou ktoo^m, 

Unhappy prince ! thus guardless and alone 
6S5 To pass through foes, and thus undaunted face 

The man whose fury has destroy'd thy race I 

Heaven sure has arm'd thee with a heart of steely 

A strength proportioii'd to the woes you feel. 

Bise then : let reason mitigate our care : 
600 To mourn, avails not : man is bom to bear. 

Such is, alas ! the gods' severe decree ; 

They, only Aey, are blest, and only free. 

Two urns by Jove's high throne have ever stood, 

The source of evil one, and one of good ; 
665 From thence the cup of mortal man he fills, 

Blessings to these^ to those distributes ills ; 

To most he mingles both : the wret(di decreed 

T6 taste the bad, unmix'd, is curs'd indeed : 

Pursued by wrongs, by meagre famine driven, 
670 He wanders, outcast both of earth and heaven. 
, The happiest taste not happiness sincere, 

But find the cordial draught is dash'd with care. 

Who more than Peleus shone in wealth and power? 

What stars concurring bless'd his natal hour ! 
675 A realm, a goddess, to his wishes giV^i, 

Graced by the gods with aU the gifts of h^aVen ! 
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One evil, yet, o'ertakes his latest day ; 
No race succeeding to imperial sway : 
An only son ! and he (alas I) ordain'd 

680 To fall untimely in a foreign land ! 
See him, in Troy, the pious care decline 
Of his weak age, to live the curse of thine I 
Thou too, old man, hast happier days beheld ; 
In riches once, in children once excell'd ; 

685 Extended Phrygia own'd thy ample reign, 
And all fair Lesbos' blissful seats contain. 
And all wide Hellespont's unmeasur'd main. 
But since the god his hand has pleas'd to turn, 
And fill thy measure from his bitter urn, 

690 What sees the sun, but hapless heroes' falls? 
War, and the blood of men, surround thy walls I 
What must be, must be. Bear thy lot, nor shed 
These unavailing sorrows o'er the dead ; 
Thou canst not call him from the Stygian shore, 

605 But thou, alas I may'st live to suffer more I " 
To whom the king : " O f avor'd of the skies 1 
Here let me grow to earth ! since Hector lies 
On the bare beach, depriv'd of obsequies. 
Oh, give me Hector : to my eyes restore 

700 His corse, and take the gifts : I ask no more ! 
Thou, as thou may'st, these boundless stores enjoy; 
Safe may'st thou sail, and turn thy wrath from 

Troy; 
So shall thy pity and forbearance give 
A weak old man to see the light, and live ! " 

705 ^^ Move me no more," Achilles thus replies. 
While kindling anger sparkled in his eyes, 
*' Nor seek by tears my steady soul to bend ; 
To yield thy Hector I myself intend : 
For know, from Jove my goddess-mother came ; 
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no (Old Ocean's daughter, silver-footed dame ;) 
Nor com'st thou but by heaven ; nor com'st alone ; 
Some god impels with courage not thy own : 
No human hand the weighty gates unbarr'd, 
Nor could the boldest of our youth have dar'd 

716 To pass our out-works, or elude the guard. 
Cease ; lest, neglectful of high Jove's command, 
I shew thee, king ! thou tread'st on hostile laud ; 
Eelease my knees, thy suppliant arts give o'er. 
And shake the purpose of my soul no more." 

720 The sire obey'd him, trembling and o'eraw'd. 
Achilles, like a lion, rush'd abroad ; 
Automedon and Alcimus attend. 
Whom most he honor'd, since he lost his friend ; 
These to unyoke the mules and horses went, 

725 And led the hoary herald to the tent ; 

Next, heap'd on high, the numerous presents bear 
(Great Hector's ransom) from the polish'd car. 
Two splendid mantles, and a carpet spread, 
They leave, to cover and enwrap the dead : 

730 Then call the handmaids, with assistant toil 
To wash the body, and anoint with oil. 
Apart from Priam ; lest th' unhappy sire, 
Provok'd to passion, once more rouse to ire 
The stem Palides ; and nor sacred age, 

i» Nor Jove's command, should check the rising rage* 
This done, the garments o'er the corse they spread ; 
Achilles lifts it to the funeral bed : 
Then, while the body on the car they laid. 
He groans, and calls on lov'd Patroclus' shade : 

HO " If, in that gloom which never light must know, 
The deeds of mortals touch the ghosts below ; 
O friend ! forgive me, that I thus fulfil 
(Eestoring Hector) heaven's unquestion'd wilL 
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The gifts the father gave, be ever thinoi 

lib To grace thy manes, and adorn thy shrine." 
He said, and, entering, took his seat of state^ 
Where full before him reverend Priam sat : 
To whom, Gompos'd, the godlike chief begun : 
'' Lo ! to thy prayer restored, thy breathless son ; 

750 Extended on, the funeral couch he lies ; 

And, soon as morning paints the easUyrn skies. 
The sight is granted to thy longing eyes. 
But now the peaceful hours of sacred night 
Demand refection, and to rest invite : 

755 Nor thou, O father ! thus consum'd with woe, 
The common cares that nourish life forego. 
Not thus did Niobe, of form divine, 
A parent once, whose sorrows equall'd thine : 
Six youthful sons, as many blooming maids, 

760 In one sad day, beheld the Stygian shades : 
Those by Apollo's silver bow were slain, 
These Cynthia's arrows stretch'd upon tiie plain. 
So was her pride chastis'd by wrath divine, 
Who match'd her own with bright Latona's line ; 

765 But two the goddess, twelve the queen enjoy 'd; 
Those boasted twelve th' avenging two destroy'd. 
Steep'd in their blood, and in the dust outspread, 
Nine days, neglected, lay expos'd the dead ; 
None by to weep them, to inhume them none ; 

m (For Jove had tum'd the nation all to stone ;) 
The gods themselves, at length, relenting, gave 
Th' unhappy race the honors of a grave. 
Herself a rock (for such was heaven's high will} 
Through deserts wild now pours a weeping rill ; 

775 Where round the bed whence Acheloiis springs, 
The watery fairies dance in mazy rings : 
There, hi^ on Sipylus's shady brow, 
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She stands, her own sad monuinent of woq^; 

The rook for ever lasts, the tears for ever flow* 
780 Such griefs, O king I have other parents known : 

Eemember theirs, a^d mitigate thy own. 

The care of hoaven thy Hector ha^ app^ar'd ; 

Nor shall he lie unwept, and uninterr*d ; 

Soon may thy aged cheeks in tears be drown'd, 
785 And all the eyes pf Ilion streaim around." 
He said, wd, rising, chose the victim ewe 

With silver fleece, which his attendants slew. 

The limbs they sever from the reeking hide. 

With skill prepare them, and in parts divide : 
790 Each on th<9 coals the separate morsels lays. 

And hasty snatches from the rising blaze. 

With bread the glittering canisters they load. 

Which round the board Automedon bestowed. 

Tb^ chief himself to each his portion plac'd, 
m And each indulging shar'd in sweet repast. 

When uow the mge of hunger was repressed. 

The wondering hero eyes his royal guest ; 

No leaa the royal guest the hero eyes, 

His godlike aspect, and majestic sia&e ; 
800 Here, youthful grace and noble fire engage. 

And there, tJie mild benevolence of age. 

Thus gazing long, the silence neither broke; 

(A solemn scene !) at length the father spoke : 
^^ Permit me now, belov'd of Jove, to steep 
805 My careful temples in the dew of sleep : 

For since the day that number'd with the dead 

My hapless son, the dust has been my bed ; 

Soft sleep a stranger to my weeping eyes. 

My only f ood, my sorrows and my sighs ! 
810 Till now, encouraged by the grace you give, 

I share thy banquet, and consent to live." 
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With that, Achilles bade prepare the bed. 

With purple soft, and shaggy carpets spread ; 

Forth, by the flaming lights, they bend their way, 
815 And place the couches, and the coverings lay. 

Then he : '' Now, father, sleep, but sleep not here. 

Consult thy safety, and forgive my fear, 

Lest any Argive, (at this hour awake. 

To ask our counsel, or our orders take,) 
820 Approaching sudden to our open tent. 

Perchance behold thee, and our grace prevent. 

Should such report thy honor'd person here. 

The king of men the ransom might defer. 

But say with speed, if aught of thy desire 
8» Eemains unask'd, what time the rites require 

T' inter thy Hector ? For, so long we stay 

Our slaughtering arm, and bid the hosts obey." 
" If then thy will permit," the monarch said, 

^^ To finish all due honors to the dead, 
880 This, of thy grace, accord : to thee are known 

The fears of Ilion, dos'd within her town ; 

And at what distance from our walls aspire 

The hills of Ide, and forests for the fire. 

Nine days to vent our sorrows I request, 
885 The tenth shall see the funeral and the feast ; 

The next, to raise his monument be given ; 

The twelfth we war, if war be doom'd by heaven ! " 
" This thy request," replied the chief, " enjoy : 

Till then, our arms suspend the fall of Troy." 
840 Then gave his hand at parting, to prevent 

The old man's fears, and turn'd within the tent ; 

Where fair Briseis, bright in blooming charms, 

Expects her hero with desiring arms. 

But in the porch the king and herald rest, 
845 Sad dreams of care yet wandering in their breast. 
833. The UUls of Ide, better known as Moant Ida. 
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NcH? gods and men the gifts of sleep partietke ; 

Industrious Hermes only was awake, 

The king's return revolving in his mind, 

To pass the ramparts, and the watch to blind. 
850 The power descending hover'd o'er his head, 

And, "Sleep'st thou, father?" thus the vision 
said : 

" Now dost thou sleep, when Hector is restor'd? 

Nor fear the Gbrecian foes, or Grecian lord ? 

Thy presence here should stem Atrides see, 
KwThy still-surviving sons may sue for thee ; 

May offer all thy treasures yet contain, 

To spare thy age ; and offer all in vain." 

Wak'd with the word, the trembling sire arose, 

And rais'd his friend : the god before him goes : 
860 He joins the mules, directs them with his hand. 

And moves in silence through the hostile land. 

When now to Xanthus' yellow stream they drove, 

(Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove,) 

The winged deity forsook their view, 
86S And in a moment to Olympus flew. 

Now shed Aurora round her saffron ray, 

Sprung through the gates of light, and gave the day. 

Charg'd with their mournful load to Uion go 

The sage and king, majestically slow. 
870 Cassandra first beholds, from Ilion's spire. 

The sad procession of her hoary sire ; 

Then, as the pensive pomp advanc'd more near, 

(Her breathless brother stretch'd upon the bier,) 

A shower of tears o'erflows her beauteous eyes, 
875 Alarming thus ^H Uion with her cries : 

'^Tum here your steps, and here your eyes 
employ. 

Ye wretched daughters, and ye sons of Troy I 
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If e'er ye rush'd in crowds, with vast deUght, 
To hail your hero glorious from the fight ; 

880 Now meet him dead, and let your sorrows flow ! 
Your common triumph, and your common woe." 

In am,Bging crowds they Lue to the plains, 
Nor man, nor woman, in the walls remains : 
In every face the self -same grief is shewn, 

885 And Troy sends forth one universal groan. 
At Scasa's gates, they meet the mourning wain. 
Hang on the wheels, and grovel round the slain. 
The wife and mother, frantic with despair. 
Kiss his pale cheek, and rend their scatter'd hair ; 

880 Thus wildly wailing, at the gates they lay ; 
And there had sigh'd and sorrow'd out the day; 
But godlike Priam from the chariot rose ; 
" Forbear," he cried, " this violence of woes ; 
First to the palace let the car proceed, 

885 Then pour your boundless sorrows o'er the dead." 
The waves of people at his word divide ; 
Slow rolls the chariot through the following tide : 
E'en to the palace the sad pomp they wait : 
They weep, and place him on the bed of state. 

800 A melancholy choir attend around. 

With plaintive sighs and music's solemn sound : 
Alternately they sing, alternate flow 
Th' obedient tears, melodious in their woe ; 
While deeper sorrows groan from each full heart, 

906 And nature speaks at every pause of art. 

First to the corse the weeping consort flew ; 
Around his neck her milk-white arms she threw : 
And, " O my Hector 1 O my lord I " she cries, 
" Snatch'd in thy bloom from these desiring eyes ! 

810 Thou to the dismal realms for ever gone ! 

886. The Scsean Gate, one of the entrances to Troy. 
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And I abandoned, desolate, alone I 
An only son, once comfort of our pains, 
Sad product now of hapless love, remains I 
Never to manly age that son shall rise, 

•ifi Or with increasing graces glad my eyes ; 
For Ilion now (her great defender slain) 
Shall sink a smoking ruin on the plain. 
Who now protects her wives with guardian care ? 
Who saves her infants from the rage of war ? 

no Now hostile fleets must waft those infants o'er 
(Those wives must wait them) to a foreign shore ! 
Thou too, my son ! to barbarous climes shalt go, 
The sad companion of thy mother's woe ; 
Driven hence a slave before the victor's sword, 

985 Condemn'd to toil for some inhuman lord : 

Or else some Greek, whose father press'd the plain, 
Or son, or brother, by great Hector slain. 
In Hector's blood his vengeance shall enjoy, 
And hurl thee headlong from Hie towers of Troy. 

»» For thy stem father never spar'd a foe : 

Thence all these tears, and all this scene of woe I 
Thence many evils his sad parents bore. 
His parents many, but his consort morJ. 
Why gav'st thou not to me thy dying hand ? 

M6 And why received not I thy last command ? 

Some word thou would'st have spoke, which, sadly 

dear, 
My soul might keep, or utter with a tear ; 
Which never, never could be lost in air, 
Fix'd in my heart, and oft repeated there I " 

MO Thus to her weeping maids she makes her moan : 
Her weeping handmaids echo groan for groan. 

The mournful mother next sustains her part : 
^^ O thou, the best, the dearest to my heart I 
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Of all my race thou most by heaven approved, 

M5 And by th' immortals ev'n in death belov'd I 
While all my, other sons in barbarous bands 
Achilles bound, and sold to foreign lands, 
This felt no chains, but went, a glorious ghost, 
Free, and a hero, to the Stygian coast. 

950 Sentenc'd, 't is true, by his inhuman doom,* 
Tl^ noble corse was dragg'd around the tomb ; 
(The tomb of him thy warlike arm had slain ;) 
Ungenerous insult, impotent and vain ! 
Yet; glow'st thou fresh with every living grace, 

965 Np mark of pain, or violence of face ; 
Bosy and fair I as Phoebus' silver bow 
Dismiss'd thee gently to the shades below ! " 

Thus spoke the dame, and melted into tears. 
Sad Helen next in pomp of grief appears : 

960 Fast from the shining sluices of her eyes 

Fall the round crystal drops, while thus she cries : 
^^ Ah, dearest friend! in whom the gods had join'd 
The mildest manners with the bravest mind I 
Now twice ten years (unhappy years) are o'er 

965 Since Paris brought me to the Trojan shore ; 
(Oh had I perish'd, ere that form divine 
Seduped this soft, this easy heart of mine I) 
Yet was it ne'er my fate from thee to find ' { 

A deed ungentle, or a word unkind : 

970 When others curs'd the authoress of their woe. 
Thy pity check'd my sorrows in their flow : 
If some proud brother ey'd me with disdain, 

964. *'The mention by Helen of her twenty years' absence 
from Greece is a considerable difBculty, but we do not know 
(except, indeed, from the Odyssey) how long Homer supposes 
Uie Greeks to have been oocapied in preparing their expedition." • 
•^Andrew Long* 
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Or scornful sister with her sweeping train, 
Thy gentle aeoents sof ten'd all my pain. 

m For thee I mourn ; and mourn myself in thee. 
The wretched source of all this misery ! 
The fate I caus'd, for ever I bemoan ; 
Sad Helen has no friend, now thou art gone ! 
Through Troy's wide streets abandon'd shall I roam, 

960 In Troy deserted, as abhorr'd at home ! " 

So spoke the fair, with sorrow-streaming eye : 
Distressful beauty melts each stander-by ; 
On all around th' infectious sorrow grows ; 
But Priam check'd the torrent as it rose : 

965 ^' Perform, ye Trojans I what the rights require. 
And fell the forest for a funeral pyre I 
Twelve days nor foes nor secret ambush dread ; 
Achilles grants these honors to the dead." 
He spoke ; and at his word the Trojan train 

^ Their mules and oxen harness to the wain. 

Pour through the gates, and, fell'd from Ida's crown. 
Boll back the gather'd forests to the town. 
These toils continue nine succeeding days, 
And high in air a sylvan structure raise. 

995 But when the tenth fair mom began to shine, 
Forth to the pile was borne the man divine. 
And plac'd aloft : while all, with streaming eyes. 
Beheld the flames and rolling smokes arise. 
Soon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 

looo With rosy lustre streak'd the dewy lawn. 
Again the mournful crowds surround the pyre, 
And quench with wine the yet-remaining fire. 
The snowy bones his friends and brothers place 
(With tears collected) in a golden vase ; 
ioo» The golden vase in purple palls they roll'd, 
Of softest texture, and inwrought with gold. 
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Last, o'er the um the sacred earth they spread, 
And rais'd the tomb, memorial of the dead. 
(Strong guards and spies, till all the rites were done, 

iwo Watch'd from the rising to the setting sun.) 
All Troy then moves to Priam's court again, 
A solemn, silent, melancholy train : 
Assembled there, from pious toil they rest. 
And sadly shar'd the last sepulchral feast. 

m& Such honors Ilion to her hero paid. 

And peaceful slept the mighty Hector's shada 
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K. L. S. No. 100, 15 cents ; cloth, 25 cents. 
Garlyle's Essay on Burns. R. L. S. No. 105, 15 

cents ; cloth, 25 cents. In M. G. Vol. 15. 
Coleridge's Ancient Mariner, In R. L. S. No. 80, 

15 cents ; cloth, 25 cents. In M. G. Vol. 7. 
Gooper's Last of the Mohicans. R. L. S. Nob. 

95-98. Each part, 15 cents; the fonr parts 

bound in one vol., cloth, 60 cents. 
De Quincey's Flight of a Tartar Tribe. R. L. S. 

No. 110, 15 cents ; cloth, 25 cents. 
Dryden's Palamon and Arcite, etc. In R. L. S. 

No. 125f 15 cents ; cloth, 25 cents. 
George Eliot's SHas Marner. R. L. S. No. 83. 

Double No., 30 cents ; cloth, 40 cents. 
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. R. L. S. No. 78. 

Double No., 30 cents ; cloth, 40 cents. 
Hawthorne's House of the Seven Gables. R. L. S. 

No. 91. Quadruple No., 50 cents ; cloth, 60 cts. 
Lowell's Vision of Sir LaunfcU, In R. L. S. No. 

30, 15 cents ; cloth, 25 cents. In M. G. Vol. 5. 
Macaulay's Essays on Milton^ and Addison. In 

R. L. S. Nos. 103, 104. Each, 15 cents; 

doth, 25 cents. Milton in M. G. Vol. 17. 
Milton's L^ Allegro, UPenseroso, Comus, LycidaSy 

etc. In R. L. S. No. 72, 15 cents.* 
Milton's Paradise Lost, Books L-UI. R. L. S. 

No. 94, 15 cents.* 
Pope's Iliad. Books I., VI., XXII., XXIV. 

R. L. S. No. 101, 15 cents ; cloth, 25 cents. 
Scott's Ivanhoe. R. L. S. No. 86. Quadruple 

No., 50 cents ; cloth, 60 cents. 
Southey's Life of Nelson. 

(JVot pitblUhed by Houghton^ Mifflin dk Co.) 
Shakespeare's Macbeth. R. L. S. No. 106, 15 

cents ; cloth, 25 cents. 
Shakespeare's Merchant of Venice. R. L. S. No. 

55, 15 cents ; cloth, 25 cents. 
TTie Sir Roger de Coverley Papers. In R. L. S. 

Nos. 60, 61, 15 cents, each. In one vol., cloth, 

40 cents. 
Tennyson's Prtnceffs. R.L.S.No.111. Double No., 

30 cents. Rolf e's Ed. cloth, to teachers, 53 cts. 

* B. L. 8. Nos. 72 and 94 alao bound together, in one volume, cloth, 40 cents. 

HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN AND COMPANY. 



189&-1900 
1899, 1900 
1901, 1902 
189&-1902 
1898, 1899 
1898-1900 
1900-19054 



1901, 1902 

1898-1900 

1898-1902 

1900-1902 

1898 
1898-1902 

1901, 1902 

1898-1902 



1898, 1900-1902 



Each regular single numherypaper^ 15 cents. 

67. Dickens's Christmas Carol.** 

58. Dickens's Cricket on the Hearth.** 

59. Verse and Prose for Bee:inners in Beading.* 

60. 61. The Sir Boger de Coverley Papers. In two parts. ( 

62. John Fiske's "War of Independence.! 

63. Iiongfellow's Paul Bevere's Bide, and Other Poems.** 

64. 65, 66. Tales from Shakespeare. Charles and Maby Lamb. 

In three parts. [Alao, in one Tolnme, linen, 50 cents.] 

67. Shakespeare's Julius Cnsar.* ** 

68. Goldsmith's Deserted Village, The Traveller, etc.* 

69. Hawthorne's Old Manse, and A Few Mosses.** 

70. A Selection firom Whittier's Child lofe in Poetry.** 

71. A Selection firom Whittier's Child Iiife in Prose.** 

72. Milton's Ii' Allegro, H Penseroso, Comus, Iiycidas, etc.** 

73. Tennyson's Enoch Arden, and Other Poems. 

74. Gray's Megy, etc.; Cowper's John Gilpin, etc. 

75. Scudder's George Washington. § 

76. Wordsworth's On the Intimations of Immortality, etc. 

77. Burns's Cotter's Saturday Night, and Other Poems. 

78. Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield.§ 

79. Iiamb's Old China, and Other Essays of Elia. 

SO'. Coleridge's Bime of the Ancient Mariner, etc. ; Campbell's 
Ijoohiel's Warning, etc.* 

81. Holmes's Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. (Triple Number^ 46 

cents; linens 50 cents.) 

82. Hawthorne's Twice-Told Tales.§§ 

83. Gheorge Eliot's Silas Mamer.§ 

84. Dana's Two Years Before the Ma8t.§§ 

85. Hughes's Tom Brown's School Days.§§ 

86. Scott's Ivanhoe.§§ 

87. Defoe's Bobinson Cru8oe.§§ 

88. Stowe's Uncle Tom's Cabin. §§ 

89. Swift's GuUiver's Voyage to LiUiput.** 

90. Swift's Gulliver's Voyage to Brobdingnag.** 

Also, bonnd in linen : * 25 cents. ** 11 and 63 in one yoI., 40 cents ; like- 
wise 40 and 69, 55 and 67, 67 and 58, 70 and 71, 72 and 94, 89 and 90. X Also in 
one vol., 40 cents. § Double Number, paper, 30 cents ; linen, 40 cents. §§ Qaad- 
ruple Number, paper, 50 cents ; linen, 60 cents. 

EXTRA NUyfBERS. 

A American Authors and Their Birthdays. Programmes and Sng>- 

gestions for the Celebration of the Birthdays of Authors. By A. 8. Bos. 
B Portraits and Biographies of 20 American Authors. 
C A Iiongfellow Night. For Catholic Schools and Societies. 
D Idterature in School. Essays by Hobace £. Soubdeb. 
E Harriet Beecher Stowe. Dialognes and Scenes. 
F Longfellow Iieaflets. (Each a BouUe Number, 30 cents; linen, 
G "Whittier Leaflets. 40 cents.) Poems and Prose Passages 

H Holmes Leaflets. for Reading and Recitation. 

Lowell Leaflets. 

1 The Riverside Manual for Teachers. Snggestions and Bliuh 

trative Lessons leading up to Primary Reading. By L F. Hall. 
K The Biverside Primer and Beader. (Special Number.) Paper 

coYera, with cloth back, 25 cents ; in strong linen binding, 90 cents. 
L The Biverside Song Book. 120 Classic American Poems set to 

Standard Murio. (Double Number, 30 cents ; boards, 40 cents.) 
M Lowell's Fable for Critics. (BouUe Number, 30 cents,) 
N Selections ftom, the Writings of Meven American Authora. 



iClft isibemoc Literature Series. 

Each regidar single number, paper, IScenli. 
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